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DEDICATION. 

#ODi.D the gift 1 offer here 
Might graces from thy favor tiike, 
And, aeen through Friendship's atmospheni 
On softened Unea and coloring, wear 
^e unaccustomed light of beauty, for thy eake. 

Few leaves of Fane/a spring rem»n : 

But what I have I ^ve to thee, — 
The o'er-sunned bloom of summer's plain, 
And paler flowers, the latter rain 
Calls from the weatering alooe of life's autumnal 

Above the fallen groves of green, 

Where youth's cuohaiitetT forest stood, 
Dry root and mo9si5d trunk between, 
A sober aiter^rowth is seen, 
As springs the pine where fall:! the gay-leafed 
maple wood I 

Yet birds will Mng, and breezes play 

Their leaf-harps in the sombre tree ; 
And through the bleak and wintry day 
It keeps its sleady green alway, — 
80, even my after-thoughts may have a charm for 

Arfs perfect forms no moral need. 

And beauty is its own excuse;' 

But for the dull and ilowerlesa weed 

Some healing virtue stili must plead, 

And the rough ore must &ad its honors in ita on. 



So tiaply these, my simple laya 

Of homely toil, may serve to ahovr 
The orchard bloom and tasselled maizQ 
That skirt and gladden duty'8 ways. 
The unsung beauty hid life's common things below 

Haply from them the toiler, bent 

Above hia forge or plough, may g^ 
A manlier spirit of content, 
And feel that hie is wisest spent 
Where the strong working hand makes strong th» 
working brain. 

The doom which to the guilty p^r 

Without the walls of Eden came, 
Transforming sinless ease to care 
And ru^ed toil, no more shall bear 
The burden m old crime, or mark of primal 



The coarse mechanic vesture wore,- 

A poor man toiling with the poot, 

b labor, as b prayer, fulfilling the same la 
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SONGS OP LABOR. 



THE SfflP-BUILDERS. 

The sky is ruddy in the East, 

The earth is gray below, 
And, spectral in the rivci^mist, 

The ship's white timbers show. 
Then let the sounds of measured strokfl 

And grating saw be^n ; 
The broad-a^e to the gnarled oak, 

The mallet to the pin I 

Hark I — roars the bellows, blast on blast, 

The sooty smithy jara, 
Aud fire-sparks, rising far and fast, 

Are fading with the stars. 
All day for us the smith shall stand 

Beside that flashing forge ; 
All day for us his heavy hand 

The groaning anvil scourge. 

From lar-off hills, the panting t«am 

Por us the raftsmen down the stream 

Their island baizes steer. 
Kings out for us the axe-man's stroke 

In forests old and still, — 
For us the century-circled oak 

Faiis crashing down his hill. 
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SONQ8 OF LABOR. 

up I — up I — in nobler toil than oura 

No oraftsinen bear a [lart : 
We make of Nature's giant powers 

The slaves of biunaii Art. 
Lay rib to rib and beam lo beam, 

Aud drive the treenails free ; 
Nor faithless joint uor yawning seam 

Shall tempt the searching eea ! 

Where'er the keel of our good ship 

The flea's rough field shaU plough— 
Where'er her tossing spars shall i&ip 

With salt-spray caught below — 
That ship must heed her master's beck, 

Her hehn obey his hand. 
And seamen tread her reeling deck 

As if they trod the land. 

Her oaken ribs the vulture-beak 

Of Northern ice may peel ; 
The sunken rouk and toral peak 

May grai« along her keel ; 
And know we well the painted shell 

We give to wind and wave. 
Must float, the sailor's citadel, 

Or sink, the s^or's grave 1 

Ho! — strike away the bars and blocks, 

And set the good ship free I 
W^ lingers on these dusty rocks 

ITie voung bride of the sea ? 
Look I how she moves adown tlie groOTM] 

In araceful beauty now I 
How lowly on the breast she loves 

Sinks down her virgin prow 1 

God bless her 1 wheresoe'er the breeze 

Her snowy wing shall fan, 
A^de the frozen Hebrides, 
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THE SBOEHdKKBS. 



With peacel'ul Ha;' unfurled, 
She helps to wind &a aiiben chain 
"'' e round the world 1 



Speed on the ship I — But let her hear 

No merchandise of sin, 
No groaning car^o of despair 

Her roomy hold within. 
No Lethean drug for Eastern lands, 

Nor poison-draujiht for ours ; 
But honest fruits <x toilin" hands 

And Nature's sun ^id ^owera. 

Be hers the Prairie's golden graia, 

The Desert's golden sand, 
The clustered fruita of sunny Spain, 

The spice of Moming-land I 
Her pathway oa the open main 

May hleaangs follow free. 
And glad hearts welcome hack again 

Her white sails &om the sea 1 



THE SHOEMAKERS. 

Ho 1 workers of the old time styled 

The Gentle Craft of Leather I 
Young hrothers of the ancient guild, 

Stand forth once more together! 
Call out again your long array, 

In the olden merry manner 1 
Once more, on gay St. Crispin's day. 

Fling out your blazoned banner 1 

Rap, rap I upon the well-worn aton« 
How f^s the polished hammer 1 
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Sup, rap 1 the meaaured sound lias grown 

A quick and merry clamor. 
How shape the sole I now deftly curl 



For you, along the Spanish m^n 

A hundred Keels are ploughing; 
Por you, the Indian on the plain 

His lasso-coil is throwing ; 
For you, deep glens with hemlock dark 

The woodman's fire is lighting ; 
For you, upon the oak'a gray bark, 

The woodman's axe is smiting. 

For you, from Carolina's pine 

The rosin-gum is stealing ; 
For you, the dark-ej-ed Florentine 

Her silken skein is reeling; 
For you, the dizzy goat-herd roama 

His rugged Alpine ledges ; 
For you, round all her shepherd home*. 

Bloom England's thorny hedges. 

The foremost still, by day or night, 

On moated mound or heather, 
Where'er the need of trampled right 

Brought toiling men tt^ether ; 
Where the free burghers from the wall 

Defied the mail-clad master, 
Than yours, at Freedom's trumpet-call, 

No crafWnen rallied faster. 

l^et foplings sneer, let fools deride — 

Ye heed no idle acomer ; 
Free hands and hearts are still youi pride. 

And duty done, your honor. 
Te dare t« trust, for honest fame. 
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The jary Time empanela, 
Aad leave to truth each noble name 
Which gloriSos your annals. 

T!y gdngs, Han Sachs, are living yet, 

In strong and hearty German ; 
And Bloomfield'a lay, and Gifford'e wit, 

And patriot fame of Sherman; 
Still from his book, a mystic seer, 

The soul of Behinen teaches. 
And England's priestci^aft shakes to hear 

Of Fox's leathern breeches. 

The foot is yours ; where'er it falls, 

It treads your well-wrought leather, 
On earthen floor, in marble halls. 

On carpet, or on heather. 
Still there the sweetest charm is found 

Of matron graire or vestal's. 
As Hebe's foot bore nectar round 

Among the old celestials 1 

Rap 1 rap ! — your stout and bluff brogan, 

with footst«ps slow and weary, 
May wander where the sky's blue span 

Shuts down upon the prMrie. 
On Beauty's foot, your slippers glance, 

By Saratoga's fountains, 
Or twink le down the summer dance 

Beneath the Crystal Mountains 1 

The red brick to the mason's hand, 

The brown earth to the tiller's, 
The shoe in yours shall wealth command, 

Like fairy Cinderella's I 
As they who shunned the household m^ 

Beheld the crown upon her. 
So all shall see your toil repaid 

With hearth and home and honor. 
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90:«0S OF LABOR. 

Then let tlie toast be freely quaffed, 

In waMr cool and brunming — 
" All honor to the good old Craft, 

Its merry men and women ! " 
Call out agdn j-our long array. 

In ihe old time's pleasant manner; 
Once more, on aay St. Crispin's day, 

Fling out his lilazonod banner ! 



THE DROVERS. 

Thsocoh heat and cold, and shower xai si 

Still onward cheerlv driving I 
There's life alone in auty done, 

And rest alone in striving. 
But see I the day is closing cool, 

The woods are dim before us ; 
The while fog of the way-ade pool 

Is creeping slowly o'er us. 

The night is falling, comrades mine, 

Our foot-sore beasts are weary, 
.4nd through yon elms the tavern sign 

Looks out upon us cheery. 
The landlord beckons from his door. 

His beechen fire is glowing ; 
These ample barns, with feed in store, 

Are filled to overflowing. 

Prom many a valley frowned across 

By brows of rugged mountains; 
From hill-aides where, through spongy moas, 

Gush out the river fountains ; 
From quiet farm-fields, green and low, 

And bright wilh blooming clover ; 
Prom vales of com the wandering crow 

No richer hovers over j 
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Day aiter day our way has been, 

O'er many a iill and hollow ; 
By lake and stream, by wood and glen, 

Our stately drove we follow. 
Through dust^louds rieing thick and daa, 

As smoke of battle o'er us, 
Their white horns gliateu in the sun, 

Like plumes ana crests before us. 

We see them slowly climb the hill, 

As glow behind it sinking ; 
Or, throning close, from road-side rill, 

Or sunny lakelet, drinking. 
Now crowding in the narrow road. 

In thick and struggling masses, 
They glare upon the teamster's load, 

Or rattling coach that passes. 

Anon, with toss of horn and tail. 

And paw of hoof, and bellow. 
They leap some farmer's broken pale, 

O'er meadow-close or fallow. 
Forth comes the startled. good-man ; fottii 

Wife, children, houae-dc^, sally, 
Till once more on tbeir dusty path 

The baffled truants rally. 

We drive no starvelings, sora^y grown, 

Loose-legged, and rUibed and bony, 
Like those who grind their noses down 

On pastures bare and stony — 
Lank oxen, rough as Indian dogs, 

And cows too lean for shadows. 
Disputing feebly with the frogs 

The crop of saw-grass meadows 1 



Eacb stately beere bespeaks tlie baud 

That fed him unrepioing ; 
The fatnesa of a goooly land 

In each dun hide is ehiaing. 

WeVe Bought them where, in warmest aooki, 

The freshest feed is growing, 
By sweetest springs and clearest brooks 

Through honeysuckle flowing; 
WterCTer hill-siaeB, sloping south, 

Are bright wilh early grasses. 
Or, tracking ^een the lowland's drouth, 

The mountain streamlet passes. 

But now the day is closing cool. 

The woods are dim before us. 
The white fog of the way-side pool 

Is creeping slowly o'er iis. 
The cricket to the frog's bassoon 

His shrillest time ia Keeping ; 
The sickle of yon setting moon 

The meadow-mist is reaping. 

The night is falling, comrades mine, 

Our foot-sore beasts are weary. 
And through yon elms the tavern sign 

Looks out upon us cheery. 
To-morrow, eastward with our charge 

Well go to meet the dawning, 
Ere yet the pines of K^arsarge 

Have seen the sun of morning. 

When snow-flakes o'er the frozen earth, 

Instead of birds, are flitting ; 
When children throng the glowing hearth, 

And quiet wives are knitting ; 
While in the fire-light strong and clear 

Young eyes of pleasure glisten, 
To tales of all we see and bear 

The ears of home shall listen. 
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THE FISHERMEN. 

By many a Northern lake and hill, 

From many a mountain pasture, 
Sliali Fancy play the Drover still, 

And speed the long night faster. 
Then let us on, through 3iower and i 

And heat and cold, be driving ; 
There's life alone in duty done. 

And rest alone in striving. 



THE FISHERMEN. 

EoitRAH I the seaward breezes 

Sweep down the hay amain ; 
Heave up, my lads, the anchor 1 

Run up the sail again I 
Leave tJi the lubber landsmen 

The rail-car and the steed ; 
The stars of heaven shall guide ua, 

The breath of heavei; shall speed. 

From the hill-t«p looks the steeple, 

And the light-house from the sand ; 
And the scattered pines are waving 

Their farewell from the land. 
One glance, my lads, behind ua. 

For the homes we leave one sigh, 
Ere we take the change and chancea 

Of the ocean and the sky. 

Now brothers, for the icebergs 

Of irozen Labrador, 
Floating spectral in the moonshine, 

Along the low, black shore I 
Where like snow the gannet's feathen 

On Brador's rocks are shed. 
And the noisy murr are flying, 

Like black scuds, overbeau ; 
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Where in mist the roci ia hiding, 

Aod the sharp reef lurVs helow. 
And the white sqoall smites in sumt 

And the autumn tempests hlow ; 
Where, through gray and rolling vapor. 

From evening unto morn, 
A thousand boats are hailing, 

Born answering unto horn. 

Hurrah I for the Red Island, 

With llie whit* cross on its crown I 
Hurrah I for Meccatina, 

And its mountains bare and brown 1 
Where the Caribou's tall antlers 

O'er tlie dwarf-wood freely toss, 
And the footstep of the Mickmacfc 

Has no sound upon the moss. 

There well drop our lines, and gather 

Old Ocean's treasures in, 
Where'er the mottled mackerel 

Turns up a steel-dark 6n. 
The sea's our field of harvest, 

Its scaly tribes our grain ; 
Well reap the teeming waters 

As at home they reap the pt^n 1 



n the old time. 
The wlver coin shall come. 

As the demon fled the chamber 
Where the fish of Tobit lay. 

So ours Irom all our dwellings 
Shall frighten Want away. 

Though the mist upon our jacketi 
In lie bitter air congeals. 

And oar lines wind stinand slowly 
from oC' the frozen reels ; 
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Thougb tlie fog be dark around us, 
An^ the Etorm blow high and load, 

We will whistle down the wild wind, 
And laugh beneath the cloud I 



In the darkness as ii 


1 daylighl, 


On the water as o 


n laid" 


God'B eye is looking 


onus, 


And beneath us is 


. his hand ! 


Death will find us soon or later. 


On the deck or in 


the cot: 


And we cannot meet him better 


Than in working ■ 


out our lot. 



Hurrah I — hurrah I — the west wind 

Comes frefihening down the bay. 
The rising sails are tilling — 

Give way, my lads, give way 1 
Leave the coward landsman olin^og 

To the dull earth, hke a weed — 
The stars of heavua shall guide us. 

The breath of heaven shall speed I 



THE HUSKERS. 
It was late in mild October, and the long autumnal 

Had left the summer harvest^fields alt green with 
grass again ; 

The first sharp frosts had fallen, leaving all th« 
woodlands gay 

With the hues of Bummer'Brainbow,or the meadow- 
flowers of May. 



18 SONGS or LABOR. 

At firat a ra7le3s disc of fire, he brigbtened as ha 

Yet, even liia Doontide gloiy fell cbasteued EUid 

subdued, 
On the corn-fielda and the orcharda, and sofUy 

pictured wood. 

And all that quiet altemoon, slow sloping to the 

night. 
He wove with golden shuttle the haze with yellow 

light; 
Slandng through tbe painted beeches, he glorified 

the hill ; 
And, beneath it, pond and meadow lay brighter, 



And shouting boya in woodland haunts caught 

glimpses of that sky, 
necked by the many^inted leaves, and laughed, 

they knew not why ; 
And achooi-prls, gay with aster-flowera, beside tho 

meadow brooks. 
Mingled tbe glow of autumn with the sunshine c^ 

Fnm spire and bam, looked westerly the patient 

weather-cocks ; 
But even tbe birches on the hill stood motionless aa 

Ko soand was in tbe woodlands, save the squirrels 
dropping b1 " 
■' yellow 

ulng aa they fell. 

The summer grains were harrested ; the stubble 

fields lay dry, 
Where June winds rolled, in light and shade, the 

pale^een waves of rye ; 
But stilii on gentle hiU-slopea, in valleys fringed 

with wood. 



Cngadieivd, bloacluDg in the sun, tbeheavjcorB 
cirop stood. 

Bent low, bj autumu'a wind and rain, throngli 

liuaks that, dry and eere. 
Unfolded from their ripened charge, shone out the 

yellow ear; 
Beneath, the turnip lay coneealed, in manj a 

verdant fold. 
And glistened in the slanting ligbt the piunj&ia^i 

sphere of gold. 

Here wrought the busy harvesters; and many a 

treakiQo; wain 
Bore slowly to the long bam-floor its load of hnsfc 

and grain ; 
'nil broad and red, as when he rose, the sun sank 

down, at last. 
And like a merry gueat'a farewell, tbe day in 

brightness passed. 

And lo! as throush the western pines, on meadow, 

Flamed the red radiance of a sky, set all afire 

beyond, 
Slowly o'er the Eastern sea-bluffs a nulder glory 

&nd the sunset and (he moonrise were mingled into 



ha thus into the quiet night the twilight lapsed 

&nd deeper in the brightening moon the tranquil 

shadows lay ; 
From many a brown old farm-house, and hamlet 

without name, 
Their milking and their home-tasks done, the merrr 

buskers came. 
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Swung o'er the heaped-up harvest, from pitchibrfc* 

Shoue dimi/ down die Eanteras on the pleasant 

scene helow ; 
The gTomng pile of husks behind, the golden «an 

before, 
And laughing eyes and bu9;r hands and brown 

cheeks gliimnering o'er. 

Half hidden iu a quiet nook, serene of look and 

Talking their old times oyer, the old men sat apart 
While, up and down the unhuaked pile, or nestling 

in its shade, 
At hide-and-seek, with laugh and shout, the happy 

children played. 

Urged by lie good host's daughter, a mtudeo yotmg 

and fair, 
IdHang to light her sweet blue eyes and pride o£ 

soft brown hair, 
The master of the village school, sleek of hair and 

smooth of tongue. 
To the quaint tune of some old psalm, a husking- 

ballad Buug. 



THE COBN SONG. 



Heap hieb the fanner's w 
Heap high the g. 






No richer gift has Autumn poured 
From out her layish horn I 

Let other lands, exulting, glean 
The apple from the pme, 

The orange from its glosay green. 
The cluster Irom ^e nne ; 
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THE HUSEERS. II 

We better love the hardy gift 

Our rugged valea bestow. 
To cheer us when tlie storm shall drift 

Our harrest-fieUIs with snow. 

Through vales of grass and meads of flcwew, 
Otir ploughs their furrows made, 

While ou the Mils the sua and showers 
Of changeful April played. 

We dropped the seed o'er hjl! and plain, 

Ueneath the sun of May, 
And frightened from our sprouting grain 

The robber crows away. 

AH through the long, bright days of June, 

Its leaves grew green and fair, 
And waved in hot midsummer's noon 

Its soft and yellow hair. 

And now, with Autumn's moonlit eves, 

Its harvest time has come, 
We piuck away the frosted leaves, 

And bear the treasure home. 

There, richer than the fabled g^ 

Apollo showered of old, 
Fair hands the broken gr^n shall sS, 

And knead its meal of gold. 

Let vapid idlers loll in silk, 

Around their costly board ; 
Give us the bow) of samp and milk, 

By homespun beauty poured ! 

Where'er the wide old kitchen hearth 

Sends up its smoky curls, 
Who will not thank the kindly eart^, 

And bless our farmer girls I 
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Tlieii shame on all the proud and vfun, 
Whose fbllj- lau<;hs to scorn 

The blessinft of our hardy (jraio, 
Our wealth of golden torn I 

Let earth withhold her goodly root, 

Let mildew blight the rye, 
Give to the worm the orchard's fruit. 

The wheat-fleld to the fly : 

But let the good old crop adorn 

The hills our fathers trod; 
Still let U9, for his golden com, 

Send up our thanks to God t 



THE LUMBEKMEN. 

W11.DI.T round our woodland quartere, 

Sad-voioed Autumn grieves; 
Thickly down these swelhng wal«ra 

Float his fallen leaves. 
Through the tall and naked timber. 

Column-like and old, 
Gleam (he sunsets of November, 

Fnan their skies of gold. 

O'er UB, to the southland heading. 

Screams the gray wild-goose ; 
On the nighl>frost sounds the treading 

Of the brindled moose. 
Noiseless creeping, while we're sleeping, 

Frost his task-work plies ; 
Soon, his icy bridges heaping, 

Shall our Ic^-pLleB rise. 

When, with sounds of smothered thundei, 
On some night of rain. 



THE 

Luke and river break aaunder 

Wintei's weakener] chfun, 
Itown the wild March flood shall bear them 

To the saw-mill's wheel. 
Or where Steam, the slave, shall tear them 

With his teeih of steeL 

Be it starlight, be it moouUght, 

In these vales below, 
When the earliest beams of sunlight 

Streak the mountEun's anow, 
Crisps the hoar-frost, keen and exAy, 

To our hurrying feet, 
And the forest echoes clearly 

AU our blows repeat. 

Where the erystal Ambijejis 

Stretches broad and clear. 
And Millnokefs pine-blaok ridges 

Hide the browsing deer : 
Where, through lakes and wide moraMaa, 

Or through rocky walla. 
Swift and stronf;, Penobscot passes 

Wbit« with foamy falls ; 

Where, through clonda, are glimpses given 

Of Katahdin'a sides, — 
Eock and forest piled to heaven. 

Torn and ploughed by slides ! 
Far below, the Indian trapping, 

In the sunshine warm ; 
Far above, the snow-cloud wrapping 

Half the peak in atorm ! 

Where are mossy carpets better 

Than ihe Persian weaves. 
And than Eastern perfumea sweeter 

Seem the fading leaves; 



..Google 



BONGS OF LABOJl. 

And a music wild and solemii, 

From the piae-tree'9 height, 
Rolls its vast and sea-like volume 

On the wind of aight; 

Make we here our camp of winter ; 

And, through sleet and snow, 
Pitchy knot and beechen splinter 

On our hearth shall glow. 
Here, with mirth t« lighten duly, 

We shall lack alone 
Woman's smile and girlhood's beauty. 

Childhood's lisping tone. 

But their hearth is brighter burning 

For our toil to-day ; 
And the welcome of returning 

Shall our loss repay. 
When, like seamen from the vraters, 

From the woods we come. 
Greeting sisters, wives, and daughters, 

Angels of our home 1 

Not for ua the measured ringing 

From the village Bpire, 
Not for us the Sabbath sinking 

Of the sweet-voiced choir : 
Ours the old, maicstic (emplo, 

Where God's brightness shines 
Down the dome so grand and ample. 

Propped by lofty pines I 

Through each branch-en woven skfltgh^ 

Speaks He in the breeze. 
As of old beneath the twilight 

Of lost Eden's trees 1 
For his ear, the inward feeling 

Needs no outward tongue ; 
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Strike, then, comrades 1 — Trade is wtuting 

On our rugged toll ; 
Far abips waiting for the Irejghting 

Of our woodland spoil 1 



With the citron-planted islanda 

Of a clime of flowers; 
To our frosts the tribute bringing 

Of eternal heats; 
In our lap of winter flinging 

Tropic fruita and sweets. 

Cbeerly, on the axe of labor, 

Let tbe sunbeams dance. 
Better than the flash of sabre 

Or the gleam of lance I 
Strike I — With every blow ia pven 

Freer sun and sky. 
And the long-Ud earth to heaven 

Looks, wiUi wondering eye I 

Loud behind us grow the mnrmurs 

Of the ^ to come ; 
Clang of smiths, and tread of farmerfl^ 

Beafing harvest home I 
Here ber virgin lap witb treasures 

Shall tbe green eartb fill ; 
Waving wheat and golden maJze-earl 

Crown each beechen hill. 
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BOKGS OP LABOR. 

Keep who will the city's alle^B, 

Take the smooth-shorn plain,^ — 
Give to u3 the cedar valleyB, 

Kocka and HUa of Mwne I 
In our North-land, wild and woody, 

Let us still have part ; 
Bn^ed nurse and mother atordy, 

ffild ua to thy heart I 

O I our free hearts beat the nanuec 

For thy breath of snow ; 
And our tread ia all the firmer 

For thy rocks below. 
Freedom, hand in hand with labor, 

Walketh strong and brave ; 
On the forehead of his neighbor 

No man writeth Slave I 

Lo, the day breaks ! old Katabdin's 

Pine-trees show its fires. 
While from these dim forest garden! 

Kise their blackened spires. 
Up, my comrades I up and doing I 

Manhood's rugged play 
Still renewing, bravely heiring 

Through the world our way 1 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



THE ANGELS OF BUENA VISTA 

Speak and tell us, our Ximeua, looking noiAward 

far away. 
O'er the camp of the invaders, o'er the Mexican 

Who ia losing? who is winning? are they far or 
come thev near ? 

hither rolls the 



" Down the hills of Angostura atill the Storm of 

battle rolls ; 
Blood is flowing, men are dying; God have mercy 

on their soula I " 
Who is losing? who is winning? — " Orer hill and 

I see but smoke of cannon clouding through the 



Holy Mother I keep our brothers 1 Look Ximeoa, 

" Still I see the fearfiil whirlwind rolling darkly aa 
before, 

Bearing od, in strange confusion, Mend and foe- 
man, foot and horse, 

I^ke some wild and troubled torrent sweeping down 
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Look forth once more, Tdnena I " Ah I the smoka 

has roQed away ; 
And I see the Northern rifles gleaming down the 

ranks of gray. 
Bark I that sudden blast of hugles 1 there the troop 

of Minon wheela ; 
There (he Northern horses thunder, with the can- 

non at their heels. 

" Jesu, pity ! how it thickens I now retreat and now 

advance 1 
Kght aeainst the blazing c&nnon shivers Poebla'R 

^ai^ug lance I 
Down they go, the brave young riders ; horse and 

foot together fall ; 
Idke a ploughshare in the fallow, through them 

ploughs the Northern balL" 

Nearer came the storm and aearer, rolling fast and 

frightful on : 
Speak, Ximena, speak and tell us, who has lost^ 

and who has won ? 

* Alas I alas I 1 know not ; friend and foe together 

feU, 
O'er the dying rush the living : pray, my ast«ra, 
for them aU I " 

** Lo 1 the wind the smoke is lifting : Blessed Moth- 
er, save my brain ! 

I can see the wounded crawling slowly out fiiXB 
heaps of slcun. 

JIow they staler, blind and bleeding ; now they 

Hasten, sisters, haste and save them, lest they dia 
before our eyes 1 " 

• Oh my hearths love 1 oh my dear one I lay thy 

poor head on my knee ; 
Dost thou know the lips that kiss thee ? Canst 
thou hear me 'i canst thou see i 



THE AKGELB OF BUBSA TI9TA. BS 

Oh, my hnsbaniJ, brave and gentle ! oh, my BernsI, 

On the bleased cross before thee ! mercy ! mercy I 
all is o'er 1 " 

Dry thy tears, my poor Smena; lay thy dear one 

Ijet hia hands be meekly folded, lay the cross npon 

his breast; 
Iiet hia dirge be sung hereafter, and his funeral 

Today, thou poor bereaved one, the living ask thy 



Close beside her, f^ntly moaning, fair and young, 

a soldier lay, 
Tom with shot and pierced with lances, bleeding 

slow his life away ; 
But, sfi tenderly before him, the lorn Ximena knelt. 
She saw the Nordiern eagle shining on bis pistol 

belt 

With a stifled cry of horror stnught she tnmed 

away her head ; 
With a sad and bitter feeling looked she back upon 

her dead; 
But she heard the youth's low moaning, and hia 

atiTi^ling breath of p(un. 
And she raised the cooling water to his parcMng 

lips again. 



and (aintly si 

Was that pitying face his mother's ? did she watch 

beside her child ? 
All his stranger words with meaning her woman'i 

heart supplied ; 
With her kiss upon his forehead, " Mother 1 " mup. 

mured he, and died ! 
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so MiaCBLLAIfEODS. 

" A bitter curse upon tbem, poor boy, irlio led thee 

fortli, 
From some gentle, sad-eyed mother, weeping, lone 

ly, in the North 1 " 
Spake tbe mourutiil Mexic troman, as alio laid him 

with her dead. 
And turned to soothe the living, and bind tha 

wounds which bled. 

Look forth once more, Xlmena I " Like a clood 

before the wind 
Bolls the battle down the mountains, leaving blood 

and death behind ; 
Ah ! tliey plead in vain for mercy ; in the dust the 

wounded strive ; 
Hide your faces, holy angels I oh, ttou Christ of 

God, forgive I '' 



o , „ , 13 ! let the co<d, 

gray shadows fall ; 
Dying brothers, fighting demons, drop thv curtain 



In its sheath the sabre rested, and the cannon's lips 
grew cold. 

But the noble Mesic women still their holy task 

pursued, 
Through that long, dark night of sorrow, worn and 

fiunt and lacking food ; 
Over weak and suffering briDthers, with a tender 

care they hung. 
And tbe dying fbcman blessed them in a strango 

and Northern tongue, 

Not wholly lost, oh Father 1 is this evil world of 



From ils smoking hell of batde. Love and Pity Ktai 

their pra3'er, 
And still thj' white-winged angels hover dimly in 



F0RGIVEKB8S. 

Ml heart was heavy, for its trust had been 

Ahuscd, its kindness answered with ibul wrong; 

So, turniug gloomily from my fellow-men. 
One summer Sahbsith day I strolled among 

Hegreen mounds of the vdlage burial-place; 
Where, pondering how all himian love and hate 
Find one sad levd; and how, soon or late, 

Wronged and wrong-doer, each with meekened 

And cold hands folded over a still heart, 
Pass (he green threshold of our common grave, 

Wliithor all footstcpa t«nd, whence none depart, 
Awed for myself, and pitjing my race, 
Our common sorrow, hke a mighty wave. 
Swept all my pride away, and trembling I foi* 



BARCLAY OF URT.s 

Up the streets of Aberdeen, 
By the kirk and college green, 

Rode the Laird or Ury ; 
Close behind him, close beside. 
Foul of mouth and evil-eyed, 

Pressed the. mob in fury. 
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Prompt to please her master; 
And the befgi^iig (;arfin, late 
Fed and clothed at Ory'a gate, 

Cursed him as he passed her. 

Yet, with calm and stately mien, 
Up the streets of Aberdeen 

Came he slowly riding; 
And, to all he saw and heard 
Answering not with bitter word, 

Turning not for chiding. 

Came a troop with broadswords swinging, 
Biti and bridles sharply ringing, 

Loose and free and froward ; 
Quoth the foremost, " Kde him down I 
Push him I prick him ! through the town 

Drive the Quaker coward I " 

But from ont the thickening crowd 
Cried a sudden voice and loud: 

" Barclay I Ho I a Barclay 1 " 
And the old man at his side 
Saw a comrade, battle tried. 

Scarred and sunburned darkly j 

Who with ready weapon bare, 
Fronting to the troopers there. 

Cried aloud: " God save us 
Call ye coward him who atood 
Ankle deep in Lutzen's blood, 

With the brave Guatavus?' 

" Nay, I do not need thy sword. 
Comrade mine," said Ory'a lord; 

" Put it np I pray thee : 
Passive lo his holy will, 
Trust I in my' Master still, 

Even though he slay me.' 
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" pledges of thy love and f^th, 
Proyeu od many a field of death. 

Not by mo are needed." 
Marvelled much that heochman bold, 
ITiat hia Idird, so stout of old, 

Sow so meekly pleaded. 

" Woe's the day," he sadly aaad, 
■With a slowly-shaking head, 

And a look of pity ; 
" Cry's honest lord reviled, 
Mock of knave and sport of child. 

In his own good city 1 

" Speak the word, and, master mine, 
Aa we ehareed on 'Klly's line. 

And his Walloon lancers, 
Smiting through their midst well teack 
Civil look and decent speech 

To these boyish prancers I " 

" Marvel not, mine ancient friend. 
Like beginning, like the end : " 

Quoth the Laird of Ury, 
" Is the sinful servant more 
Than bis gracious Lord who hore 

Bonds and stripes in Jewry ? 

" Give me joy that in hia name 
1 can bear, with patient frame. 

While for them He sufFereth long, 
Shall I anawer wrong with wrong, 
Scoffing with the scoffer ? 

" Happier I, with loss of all, 
Hunted, outlawed, held in Ibrall, 

With few friends to greet me, 
Than when reeve and squire were raen, 
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" When each good wife, o'er and o'er, 
Bleaaed me as I passed her door ; 

And the snooded daughter, 
Through her casement glancing down. 
Smiled on him who bore renown 

From red fields of slaughter. 

" Hard to feel the atranner's seofi", 
Hard the old friend's falling off, 

Hard Ki learn foi^Jving ! 
But the Lord hia own rewards. 
And his love with theirs aceorda, 

Warm and fresh and living. 

" Through this dark and stormy night 
Faith beholds a feeble light 

Up the blackness streaking; 
Knowing God's own time is bert, 
In a patient hope 1 rest 

For the full day-breaking ' " 

So the Laird of Ury said, 
Turning slow bis horse's bead 

Towards the Tolbooth prison. 
Where, through iron grates, he heard 
Poor disciples of the Word 

Preaeh of Christ arisen I 

Not in vain. Confessor old. 
Unto us the tale m told 

Of thy day of trial; 
Every age on him, who strays 
From its broad and beaten ways, 

Poura its seven-fold vial. 



Happy hi 
Angel CO 



^ _ y he whose inward e, 
Angel comfortings can hea 
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O'er the rabble's laughter ; 
And, while Hatred's fagots bum, 

Sies through the amoke discern 
f the good hereafter. 

Knomns this, that never yet 
Share of Truth was vainly set 

In the world's wide fallow; 
After hands shall sow the seed. 
After hands from hill and mead 

Reap the harvests yellow. 

Thus, with somewhat of the Seer, 
Must the moralpioneer 

From the Future borrow ; 
Clothe the waste with dreams of gr^n, 
And, on midnight's sky of riun. 

Paint the golden morrow I 



WHAT THE VOICE SATD. 

Maddened by Earth's wrong and evil, 
" Lord I " I cried in sudden ire, 

" From thy right hand, elothed with thunder, 
ShaJie the bolted fire I 

" Love is loit, and Faith is dying ; 

With the brute (he man is sold ; 
And the dropping blood of labor 

Hardens into gold. 

"Here the dying wail of Famine, 



And, in silenoe, smooth-faced IV 
Reaping men like grain. 
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i MiaCELLANECHTS. 

■' ' Where is G!od, that we should fear Him ' 
Thus the earth-born Titans saj-; 

' Goti I if thou art living, hear us I ' 
Thus tie weak ones pray. 

"Thou, the patient Heaven upbraidrag," 
Spake a solemn Voice wilhin ; 

" Weary of our Lord's forhearance, 
Art diou free from sin ? 

"Fearless brow to Kim upbfting, 
Canst thou for his thunders call, 

Knowing that to guilt's attraction 
Evermore they fall ? 

" KnoVst thon not all germs of evil 
In thy heart aw^t thoir time? 

Dot thyself, but Grod's restraining. 
Stays their growth of crime. 

" Could'st thou boast, oh child of irealcnesa 1 

O'er the sons of wrong and strife, 
Were their strong temptations planted 
la thy path of life? 

" Thou hast aeen two streamlels gushing 
From one fountain, clear and free, 

But by widely varying channels 
Searching for the sea. 

" Glideth one through greenest valleys. 
Rising them with lips still sweet ; 

One, mad roaring down the mountains. 
Stagnates at their feet. 

" Is it chotje whereby the Parsee 
Kneels before his mother's fire 7 

In his black tent did the Tartar 
Choose his wandering sire ? 
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" He alone, wliose hand is biwnding 
Human power and human will, 

Looking through eiu;h soul'a aurrouading, 
Knows its good or ilL 

" For thyself, while wrong and sorrow 
Make to thee their strong appeal, 



" Earnest words most needs be spoken 
When the warm heart bleeds or buma 

With its acom of wrong, or pity 
For the wronged, by turns. 

" But, by all thy nature's weakness. 
Hidden faults and follies known, 

Be thou, in rebuking evil. 
Conscious of thine own. 

" Not the less shall stem-eyed Duty 

To thy lips her trumpet set, 
But with harsher blasts shall mingle 

Wtulings of regret." 

Cease not, Voice of holy speaking, 
Teacher sent of God, be near. 

Whispering through the day's cool ajlenca. 
Let my spirit hear I 

So, when thoughts of evil doers 
Waken seorn or hatred move. 

Shall a mournful fcllow-fseling 
Temper all with love. 
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TO DELAWARE. 



In Ou, winter of 1846-7, of a bill (Or the abolition of Slawry. 

Thricb welcome tti thy siston oF the East, 

To the strong tillers oC a nigged home, 
With spray-wet locks to Northern winds releaseil, 

And hardy feet o'er-swept by ocean's foam ; 
And to the young nympha of the golden West, 

Whose harvest mantles, fringed with prwrift 
bloom, 
TrdI in the sunset, — oh, redeemed and bleat, 

To the warm welcome of thy sisters come ! 
Broad Pennsylvania, down her s^l-white bay 

Shall give thee joy, and Jersey from her plains, 
And the great lakes, where echo free alway 

Moaned never shoreward with (he clank of 
chsuns. 
Shall weave new sun-bowa in their tossing spray, 
And all their waves keep grateful holiday. 
And, smiling on thee through her mountain nuns. 

Vermont ahall blesa thee ; and the Granite peaks, 
And vast Katahdin o'er his woods, shall wear 
Their snow-crowns brighter in the cold keen ajr; 

And Massachusetts, with her rugged cheeks 
O'errtin with grateful t«ara, shall turn to thee, 

When, at tby bidding, the electric wire 

Shall tremble northward with its words of fire; 
Slory and praise < o Uod I another State is free I 
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The Pi^n'i myths through marhle lips are spoken, 
And ghosts of old Beliefs still flit awl moan 

Kound fane and altar overthroirn and broken, 
O'er tree-grown barrow and gray ring of stone. 

Blind Faith bad martyrs in those old high planes, 
The Syrian hill grove and the Druid's wood, 

With mothers' offering, to the Fiend's embraces. 
Bone of their bone, and blood of their own blood. 

Red altars, kindling through that night of error, 
Smoked with warm blood beneath the eruel eyo 

Of lawless Power and sanguinary Terror, 
Throned on the circle of a pitiless sky ; 

Beneath whose baleful ehadoh, overcasting 

All heaven above, and blighting earth below. 
The EcouT^e grew red, the Up grew pale with faat- 

And man's oblation was his fear and woe I 

Then throug;h great temples swelled the dismal 
moaning 

Of dii^-like music and sepulchral prayer ; 
Pule wizard jiriests, o'er occult symbols droning. 

Swung their white censers in the hunlened air: 

As if the pomp of rituals, and the savor 

Of giuns and spices could the Unseen OlM 
please; 

As if his ear could bend, with childish favor, 
To the poor flattery of the oi^an keys ' 
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Feet red from war fields trod tie church aisles holy 
With trembling reverence; and the i: 



Kneeling before his priest, abased and lowly, 
Crushed human hearts beneath his knea rf 
prayer. 

Not such the service the beninnant Father 
Requireth at his earthly children's handa: 

Kot the poor offering of vain rites, hut rather 
The eunple duty man from man demands. 

For Earth he asks it ; the full joy of Heaven 
Knoweth no chanjje of waning or Increase; 

The great heart of the Infinite beats even. 
Untroubled flows the river of lus peace. 

He asks no taper lights, on high surrounding 
The priestly altar and the saintly grave. 

No dolorous chant nor oi^an music sounding, 
Nor incense clouding up the twilight nave. 

For he whom Jesus loved hath truly spoken : 
The holier worship which he deigns to blest 

Keatores the lost, and binds the spirit broken, 
And feeds the vridow and the latherless 1 

Types of our human weakness and our sorrow i 
Who lives unhaunted by his loved ones dead? 

Who, with Tain longing, seeketh not to borrow 
From stranger eyes the home lights which hatfl 
fled ? 

Oh, brother man I fold to thy heart thy brother ; 

Where pity dwells, the peate of God is there; 
To worship nghtly is to love each other. 

Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a prayer. 

Follow with reverent steps the great example 
Of Him whose holy work was " doing good ; " 



So shall the wide earth seem our Father's temple, 
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude. 

TheD shall all shackles fall ; die stormj clangor 
Of wild war music o'er the earth ehall cease ; 

Love shall tread out the baleful fire of anger, 
And in its ashes plant the tree of peace I 



THE DEMON OF THE STUDY. 

TuE Brownie sits in the Scotchman's room, 
And eats his meat and drinks his ate, 

And heata the maid with her unused broom. 
And the lazy lout with his idle flail, 

But he aweeps the floor and threshes the com, 

And hies him away ere the break of dawn. 

The shade of Denmark fled from the sun, 

And the Cocklane ghost from the barnlofl cheep, 

The fiend of Faust was a faithful one, 
Agrippa's demon wrought in fear, 

And the devil of Martin Luther sat 

Bj the stout monk's side in social chat. 

The Old Man of the Sea, on the neck of him 

Who seven limes crossed the deep, 
Twined closely each lean and withered limb, 

Like the nightmare in one's sleep. 
But he drank of the wine, and Sinbad cast 
The evil weight from his back at last. 

But the demon that eometh day by day 
To my quiet room and fireside nook. 
Whore the casement light falls dim and gray 

On faded painting and ancient hook. 
Is a sorrier one than any whose names 
Are chronicled well by good king James. 
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12 HISCELLAHBOUS. 

No biiarer ofburdeni like Caliban, 

No ranner of errands like Ariel, 
He comes in the shape of a fat old man. 

Without ran of knuckle or pull of bell; 
And whence he comes, or whither he goes, 
I know as I do of the wind which blows. 

A stout old man with a greasy hat 

Slouched heavily down (o his dark, red noss, 
And two gray eyes enveloped in fat. 

Looking through glasses with iron bowa. 
Eead ye, and heed ye, and ye who can. 
Guard well your doors from that old man 1 

He comes with a careless " how d'ye do," 
And seats himself in my elbow chair ; 

And my morning paper and pamphlet new 
Fall forthwith under his special care, 

And he wipea his glasses and clears his throat, 

And, button by button, unfolds his coat. 

And then he reads from paper and book. 
In a low and husky asthmatic tone, 

With the stolid sameness of posture and look 
Of one who reads to himself aione ; 

And hour after hour on my senses come 

That husky wheeze and that dolorous hum. 

The price of slocks, the auction sales, 
The poet's song and the lover's glee. 

The horrible muMcra, the seaboard gales. 
The marriage list, and thej'eu (T esprit, 

All reach my ear in the sclP-same tone, — 

t shudder at each, but the fiend reads on 1 

Oh 1 sweet as the lapse of water at noon 
O'er the mossy roots of some forest tree, 

The sigh of the wind in the woods of June, 
Or sound of flutes o'er a moonhght sea, 
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Or the low soft muaic, perchance whicli seems 
To float through the ^umhering singer's dreams, 

Bo sweet, so dear is the silvery tone 

Of her in whose features I sometimes look, 

As I at at eve by her side aloDe, 

And we read by turns from the self-same book-— 

Some tale perhaps of the olden time, 

Borne lover's romance or quaint old rhyme. 

Then when the story is one of woe,— 

Some prisoner's plaint through his dungeon-bar, 
Her blue eye glistens with tears, and low 

Her voice sinks down like a moan afar ; 
And 1 seem to hear that prisoner's wail. 
And his face looks on me worn and pale. 

And when she reads some merrier song, 

Her voice is glad as an April bird's, 
And when the tale is of war and wrong, 

A trumpet's summons ia in her words, 
And the rush of the hosts I seem to hear. 
And see the tossing of plume and spear 1 — 

Oh, pity me then, when, day by day. 

The stout fiend darkens my parlour door ; 

And reads me perchante the self-same lay 
Wiich melted in musie the night before, 

From lips as the lips of Hylas sweet. 

And moved like twin roses which zephyrs meat I 

1 cross my floor with a nervous tread, 

I whistle and lau^h and sin^ and shout, 
1 flourish my cane above his head. 

And stir up the fire to roast him out ; 
I topple the chairs, and drum on the pane, 
And press my hands on my ears, in vmb I 

Tve studied Glanville and Jaines the wise. 
And wizard black-letter tomes which treat 
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Of demons t>f every name and size, 

Which a Christian man is presumed to meet, 
But never a hint and never a line 
Can I Snd of a reading fiend lilce mine. 

Pve crossed the Psalter with Brady and Tate, 
And l^d the Primer above tbem all, 

Pve nailed a horseshoe over tho grafe, 
And hung a wig to my parlour wall 

Onee worn by a Earned Judno, they say. 
At Salem court in the wit^shcraft day ! 

"Conjuro te, scleratissime, 

Abire ad (Hum locum ! " — still 
Iiike a visible nightmare he sits by me — 

The exorcism has lost its skill ; 



And I hear again in my haunted rt 

The husky wheeze and the dolorous hum ! 

Ah I — commend me to Mary Magdalen 

With her seven-fold plagues — to the wandering 

To the terrors which haunted Orestes when 
The furies his midnight curtains drew, 

But charm him ofi', ye who charm him can, 
That reading demon, that fat old man I — 



THE PUMPKIN. 

Oh I greenly and fair in the lands of the Ban, 
The vines of the gourd and the rich melon run. 
And the rock and the tree and the cottage enfold, 
Witit broad leaves all greenness and bwssoms all 

gold. 
Like that which o'er Nineveh's prophet once grew. 
While he waited to know that his warning was true. 
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And longed for the storm-cloud, and listened In 

Tor the rusb of the whirlwind and red fire-riun. 

On the banks of the Xenil the dark Spanish m^den 
Comes up ivith the fruit of the tangled vine laden 5 
And the Creole of Cuba laughs out to behold 
Through orange-leavea shining the broad spherea 

of gold ; 
Yet with dearer delight from his home in the North, 
On the fields of hia harvest the Yankee looks forth, 
Where crook-necks are coiling and yellow fiiiit 

shines, 
And the sun of September melts down on his vines. 

Ah I — on Thanksgiving Day, when from East and 

from West, 
From North and from South come the pilgrim and 

When 3ie gray-haired New Eiiglander sees round 

his board 
The old broken Unks of affection restored, 
When the care-wearied man seeks his mother once 

And the worn matron smiles where the ^rl smiled 

What moistens the lip and what brightens the 

eycV 
What calls back the past, like the rich Pumpkin pie ? 

Oh 1 — fruit loved of boyhood I — the old days re. 

calling. 
When wood-grapes were purpling and brown nuta 

were Ming I 
When wild, ugly faces we carved in its skin. 
Glaring out tluflugh the dark with a candle within 
When we laughed round the corn-heap, with hearts 

all in tune, 
Our chair abroad pumpkin— our lantern the moon 



Telling talea of the. fairy who travelled like steam, 
In a pumpkin-shell coach, with two rats for her 

Then thaiiks for thy present ! — none sweeter m 

E'er smoked from an oven or circled a platter I 
F^rer hands never wrought at a pastry more fine, 
Brighter eyea never watched o'er its baking than 

thine! 
And the prayer, which my mouth is too fnll b) 
express, 

that tbv etiaD , - 

be lengthened below, 



Swells my heart that thy ei 



orJi Uki 

And thy life be as sweet, and its last sunset skj' 
Golden-tinted and fiur as thy own Pumpkin Pie I 



How has New England's romance fled, 

Even as a vision of the morning I 
Its rites fordone — its guardians dead — 
Its priestesses, bereft of dread, 

Waking the veriest urchin's scorning !— 
Gone lite the Indian wizard's yell 

And fire-danee round the magic rock, 
Forgotten hke the Druid's spell 

At moonrise by his holy oak I 
No more along the shadowy glen, 
Gliile the dim ghosts of murdered men ; 
No more ihe unquiet churchyard dead 
Glimpse upward from their turfy bed. 

Startling the traveller, late and lona * 
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As, on some night of starless weather, 
They alently commune logelher, 

Each sitting on hia own head-slone I 
The roofless house, decayed, deserted, 
Its living tenants all departed. 
No loncer rings with nudnight revel 
Of mtch, or ghost, or goblin evil ; 
No pale, blue lianie sends out its flashes 
Through creviced roof and shattered saahea I- 
The witch-grasa round the haacl spring 
May sharply to the night-air sing, 
Bat there no more shidl withered hags 
Refresh at ease their broomsdck nags. 
Or taste those hazel-shadowed waters 
As beverage meet for Satan's daughters ; 
No more weir mimic tones be heani — 
The mew of cat— the chirp of bird, 
Shrill blending with the hoarser Ivighter 
Of the fell demon foQowing after I 

The cautious good-man nails no more 
A horseshoe on his outer door. 
Lest some unseemly hag should fit 
To his own mouth her bridle-bit — 
The good-wife's churn no more rofusiM 
Its wonted culinary uses 
Until, *ith heated needle burned. 
The witch has to her pjafe returned 1 
Our witches are no longer old 
And wrinkled beldames, Satan-sold, 



Their sorcery — the light which dances 
Where the raised lid unveils its glances , 
Or that low breathed and gentle tone, 

The music of Love's twihght hours. 
Soft, dreamlike, as a fairy's moan 

Above her nightly (.'losing ilowera, 
Bweeter than that which sighed of yore, 
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Along the ctarmed Ausonian shore 1 
Even she, our own weird heroine, 
Sole Pythoness of ancient Lj-nti, 

Sleeps calmly where the hviug iMd her; 
And (he wide realm of sorcery. 
Left by its latest mistress free, 

Hath found no gray and skilled invader i 
So perished Albion's " glammarye," 

With him in Melrose Ahhey sleeping, 
TTJH charmed torch beside his knee. 
That even the dead himself might see 

The magic scroll within his keeping. 
And now our modern Yankee sees 
Nor omens, spells, nor mysteries ; 
And naught above, below, around, 
Of life or death, of sight or sound, 

Whate'er its nature, form, or look, 
Excites his terror or surprise — 
All seeming to his knowing eyes 
Familiar as his " catechize," 

Or " Webster's Spelling Book." 



HAMPTON BEACa 

The sunlight glitters keen and bright, 

Where, miles away. 
Lies stretching to my dazzled sight 
A luminous belt, a misty Ught, 
Beyond the dark pine bluS's and wastes of sand; 



The tremulous shadow of the Sea 1 

Against its ground 
Of silvery light, rock, hill, and tree. 
Still aa a picture, clear and free, 
WiA varying outjlne mark the coai 
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On — on — we tread with loose-flung rein 

Our seaward way, 
Througb dark-greeo fields and blossoming gr^n. 
Where the wild brier-rose skirts the lane. 
And bends above our heads the flowering locust 

Ha ! like a kind hand on my brow 

Comes this fresh breeze, 
Coaling its dull and feverish glow, 
While through my being seems to flow 
Tie breath of a new life — the healing of the seacl 

Now rest we, where this grassy mound 

His feet hath set 
In the great waters, which have bound 
His cranite ancles greenly round 
With tong and tangled moss, and weeds with cool 

Good-bye to Pain and Care 1 I take 

Mine ease to-day ; 
Here where these sunny waters break, 
And ripples tliis keen breeze, I shake 
All burdens from the heart, all weary thoughts awaj. 

1 draw a freer breath — I seem 

Like all I see- 
Waves in the sun— the white-winged gleam 
Of sea-birds in the slanting beam — 
And far-olT sails which flit before the South wind 

Bo when Time's veil shall fall asunder. 

The soul may know 

No fearful change, nor sudden wonder, 

Nor sink the weight of mystery under, 

But with the upward rise, and with the 
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And all we shrink from now may seem 

No new revealing ; 
Familiar aa our childiiooii's stream, 
Or pleasant memory of a dream 
Tiia loved and cherished Fast upon the new lift 
stealing. 

Serene and mild tlie untried light 

May have its dawning ; 
And, aa in Summer's northern night 
The evening and the dawn unite, 
The Bunset hues of lime blend with the soul's ne^f 
morning. 

I Mt alone ; in foam and spray 

Wave after wave 
Breaks on the rocks which, stern and gray, 
Shoulder the broken tide away. 
Or murmurs hoarse and strong tlu^ugh mosey cleft 

What heed I of the dusty land 

And noisy town ? 
I see the mighty deep expand 
From its white line of glimmering sand 
To where the blue of hea-ven on bluer waves shnta 
down 1 

In listless quietude of imud, 

I yield to all 
The change of cloud and wave and wind, 
And passive on the flood reclined, 
I wander with the waves, and with them rise and &n 

But look, thou dreamer I — wave and shore 

In shadow lie ; 
The night-wind warns me baok once more 
To where my nadve hill-tops o'er 
Bends like an arch of fire the glowing aunwt Ay 
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So dien, beach, bluff, and wave, farewell 1 

I bear with me 
Ko token stone uor "Ittterlng ehell, 
Bnt lou^ and oft shall Memory tell 
Of tliis brief thoughtful hour of musing by the Sea 



As they who, tosang midst the storm at night. 

While turnice shoreward, where a beacon ahone, 

Meet the walled blackness of the heaven alone, 
So, on the turbulent waves of party tossed, 
In gloom and tempest, men have seen thy light 

Quenched in the darkness. At thy hour of noon, 
While life was pleasant to thy undimmed sight, 
And, day by day, within thy spirit grew 
A holier hope than young AmUtion knew. 
As through thy ruri quiet, not in vain, 
Kereed the sharp thriu of Freedom's cry of pain, 

Man of the raillions, thou art lost too soon 1 
Fort«nts at which the bravest stand aghast — 
The birth-throes of a Future, strange and vast, 

Alarm the land ; yet tbou, so wise and strong. 
Suddenly summoned to the burial bed, 

Lapped in its slumbers deep and ever long, 
Hear'st not the tumult surging overhead. 
Who now shall rally Freedom's scattering host ? 
Who wear the mantle of the leader lost 't 
Who stay the march of slavery V He, whose vdco 

Hath called thee from thy task-field, shall not 

Tet bolder champions, to beat bravely back 
The wrong which, through his poca- ones, reaches 
Him: 
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Yet firmer hands shall Freedom's torchliglits trim, 

And wave them high across the abysmal black, 

1)11 bound, dumb millioDs there shaU see them and 
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Tib said that in the Holy Land 

The an"els of the place have blessed 

The pilgrim's bed of desert sand, 
Like Jacob's stone of rest. 

That down the hush of Syrian skiea 

Some sweet-voiced saint at twilight ffliigs 

The song whose holy symphonies 
Are beat by unseen mngs ; 

mi starting from his sandy bed, 
The wayworn wanderer looks to see 

The halo of an angel's head 

Shine through the tamarisk-tree. 

So through the shadows of my way 
Thy smile bath fallen soft and dear. 

Bo at the weary close of day 
Hath seemed thy voice of cheer. 



That pilgrim pressing to his goal 
Mav pause not for the vision's sake, 

Tet ail fair things within his soul 
The thought of it shall wake ; 
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TTie gracefiil palm-tree by flie well, 

Seen on the far horizon's rim; 
Tlie dark ej'es of the fleet gazelle, 

Bent timidly on Kim ; 

Each pictured s^nt, whof« aolden h;ur 

Streams sunlike through the convent's gloom; 

Pale shrines of martyrs young and fair, 
And loving Mary's tomb ; 

And thus each tint or shade whieh falls 

From sunset cloud or waving tree. 
Along my pilgrim path recalls 

The pleasant thought of thee. 

Of one, in sun and shade the same, 

Id weal and woe m}' steady friend. 
Whatever by that holv name 

The angels comprehend- 
Not blind to faults and follies, thou 

Hast never failed the good to see, 
Sor judged by one unseemly bough 

The upward-struggling tree. 

These light leaves at thy feet I lay — 

Poor common thoughts on common things. 

Which time ia shaking, daj| by day, 
Like feathers from nis wings — 

Chance shootings from a frail life-tree, 
To nurturing care hut little known. 

Their good was partly learned of thee. 
Their folly ia my own. 

That tree slill clasp the kindly mould, 
Ita leaves still drink the twilijjht dew, 

And weaving its pale green with.gold, 
Still shines the sunbght Ihrou^ 
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There still (he morning zcphjra play. 
And there at times the spring bird sings, 

And mossy trunk and fading spray 
Are flowered with glossy wingB. 

Tet, even in genial eun and rain, 

Root, branch, and leaflet fail and fade ; 

The wanderer on its lonely plain 
Ere long shall naiss its shade. 

Oh, friend beloved, whose curious skill 

Keeps bright the last year's leaves and flowers. 

With wai-ra, glad euromer thoughts to fill 
The cold, dark, winter hours ! 

Pressed on thy heart, the leaves I bring 

May well defy the wintry cold, 
Until, in Heaven's eternal spring, 

Life's fairer ones unfold. 



THE REWARD. 

Who, looking backward from his manhood's priire, 
Sees not the spectre of his misspent time '( 

And, through the shade 
Of funeral cypress plantol thick behind, 
Hears no reproachful whisper on the wind 

From his loved dead ? 

Who bears no trace of passion's evil force 'I 
Who shuns thy sdng, oh terrible Remorse? — 

Who does not cast 
On the thronged pages of his memory's book, 
At times, a sad and half reluctant look, 

Regretful of the Past? 
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Alas ! — tlio evil wUcli we fain would shun 
We do, and leave the wished-for good undone : 

Our strength to-day 
la but to-morrow's weakness, prone to fall ; 
Poor, blind, unprofitable servants all 

Are we alway. 

Tet, who, tbuB looking backward o'er his years, 
Feels not his eyelids wet with grateful tears, 

If he bath beea 
Permitted, weak and sinful as he was. 
To cheer and aid, iu some eanobling cauae, 

His feliow-men ? 

If he hatb hidden flie outcast, or let in 
A ray of sunshine to the ceU of sin, — 

If be bath lent 
t^trength to the weak, and, in an hour of needt 
Over the suffering, mindless of his creed 

Or home, hath bent 

He baa not lived in vain, and while he gives 
The praise to Him, in whom he moves and lives, 

With tbankful heart; 
He gazes backwanl, and with hope before. 
Knowing that from his works be never more 

Can henceforth part. 



A hazy warmth, a dreamy light, 
On Raphael's picture lay. 
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It was a simple print I saw, 
The fair face of a musing boy; 

Yet while I "azed a sense of awe 
Seemed blending wilb my Joy. 

A simple print : — the graceful flow 
Of boytood'a soft and wavy hair, 

And fresh young lip and uheeb, and brow 
Unmarked and dear, were there. 

Yet through ite sweet and calm repose 

I saw the inward spirit shine ; 
It was as if before me rose 

The white veil of a shrine. 

As if, as Gothland's sage has told, 
The hidden life, the man within. 

Dissevered from its frame and mould, 
By mortal eye were seen. 

Was it the lifting of that eye, 

The waving oii that pictured hand ? 

Loose as a cloud-wreath on the sky, 
I saw the walls expand. 

The narrow room had vanished, — space 
Broad, luminous, remained alone. 

Through w!ii(;h all hues and shapes of grace 
And beauty looked or shone. 

Around the mighty master came 

The marvels which his pencil wrought, 

Those miracles of power whoso fame 
Is wide as human thought 

There drooped thy more than mortal iaee. 
Oh Mother, beautiful and mild ! 

Enfolding in one dear embrace 
Thy Saviour and thy Chihll 
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The rapt brow of the Desert .John ; 

The awfui glory of that day, 
When ^1 theTather'3 brishtness shone 

Through manhood's veil of clay. 



Dark yisions of the days ol 

How sweetly woman's beauty smiled 

Through locks of brown and gold I 

There Fomarina's fair young face 
Once more upon her lover shone, 

Whose model of an angel's grace 
He borrowed from her own. 

Slow passed that ■vision from my view, 
But not the lesson which it taught ; 

The soft, calm shadows which it iJrew 
StilE rested on my thought : 

The truth, that punter, bard, and sage, 
Even in Earth's cold and changeful clime, 

Plant for their deathless heritage 
The fruits and flowers of time. 

We shape ourselves the joy or fear 
Of which the coming life is made. 

And fill our Future's atmosphere 
With sunshine or with shade. 

The tissue of the Life to be 

We weave with colors all oai own, 

And in the field of Destiny 
We reap as we have sown. 

Still shall the soul around it call 

The shadows which it gathered here, 

And painted on the eternal wall 
The Past shall reappear. 
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Think ye the notes of holy song 
On Milton's tuneful ear have died? 

Think ye that Raphael's angel throng 
Ha3 vanished from his side 7 

Oh no I— We live oar life arain : 
Or warmly touched or coldly dim 

The pictures of the Past remam, — 
Man's norlcE shall follow him 1 



LUCY HOOPEB.S 

They tell me, Lucy, thou art dead — 

That all of thee we loved and cheriBlied* 
Has with thy summer roses perished ! 

And left, as its young beauty fled, 

An ashen memory in its stead — 
The twilight of a parted day 

Whose fading light is cold and t^u : 
The heart's fiiint echo of a strain 

Of low, sweet music passed away. 
That true and loving heart — that ffft 

Of a mind, earnest, clear, profound, 
Bestowing, with a glad unthrut, 

Its sunny light on all around, 
Afflnities which only could 
Cleave to the pure, the true, and good ; 

And sympafliies which fouad no rest. 

Save nith Che loveliest and best. 
Of them — of thee remiuna there nought 

But sorrow in the mourner's breast ?— 
A Bliadow in the land of thought ? 
No 1 — Even my weak and trembling faith 

Can lift for thee the veil which douM 

And human fear have drawn about 
The all-awaiting scene of death. 
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Evea AS tliou wast I see tLee still ; 
And, save the absence of all ill, 
And pabi and weariness, whleb here 
Sumnioned the sigh or wning the tear, 
The same as when, two summers back, 
Beside our childhood's Merrimack, 
I saw thy dark eye wander o'er 
Stream, sunny upland, rotky shore, 
And heard thy low, ao(t voice alone 
lUidst lapse of waters, and the tone 
Of pine leaves by the west-wind blown, 
There's not a charm of soul or brow — 

Of all we knew and loved in thee — 
But lives in holier beauty now, 

Baptized in immortahty ! 
Not mine the sad and freezing dream 

Of souls that, with their earthly mould. 

Cast off the loves and joys of old — 
Unbodied— like a pale moonbeam. 

As pure, as passionless, and cold ; 
Nor mine the hope of Indra's son. 

Of slumbering in oblivion's rest. 
Life's myriads blending into one — 

In blank annihilation blest ; 
Dust-atoms of the infinite — 
Sparks scattered from the central light, 
And winning back through mortal pain 
Their old unconsciousness again. 
Nol — I have fkiekds in Spirit Land — 
Not shadowa in a shadowy band, 

Not others, but Ihemselvei are they. 
And still I think of them the same 
As when the Master's summons came; 
Their change — the holy morn-light breaking 
Upon the dream-worn sleeper, waking — 

A change from twilight into day. 

They've laid tbee midst the household graves, 
Where father, brother, sister lie ; 
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Below thee sweep flie dark blue waves, 

Above diee bends the eummer sky. 
Thy owu loved church in sadness read 
Her Bolemn ritual o'er thy head. 
And bleeaed and hallowed with her prayer 
The turf laid lightly o'er thee there. 
That church, whose rites and liturgy, 
Sublime and old, were trutb to thee, 
Undoubted to thy bosom taken, 
As symbols of a faith unshaken- 
Even 1, of aimpler views, could feel 
The beauty of thy trust and zeal ; 
And, owning not thy creed, could see 
How deep a truth it seemed to thee, 
And how thy fervent heart had thrown 
O'er all, a coloring of its own, 
And kindled up, intense and warm, 
A life in every rite and form, 
Aa, when on Chebar's banks of old. 
The Hebrew's gorgeous viaon rolled, 
A spirit filled the vast machine — 
A life " witliin the wheels " was seen. 

Farewell I A little time, and we 

Who knew thee well, and loved thee here, 
One after one shall follow thee 

As pilgrims through the gate of fear, 
Which opens on eternity. 
Yet shall we cherish not the less 

All that is left our hearts meanwhile ; 
The moQiory of thy lovelioess 

Shall round our weary pathway smile, 
Like moonlight when the sun has set — 
A sweet and lender radiance yet. 
Thoughts of thy clear-eyed sense of duty, 

Thy generous scorn (u all things wrong— 
The truth, the strength, the graceful bead^ 

Which blended in thy song. 
All lovely things by thee beloved, 
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Shall whisper to our hearts of thee ; 
These green hiils, where thy childhood rOTtii — 

Yon river winding to the eea — 
The sunset light of autumn eves 

Reflecting on the deep, still floods, 
Cloud, crimson sky, and trembling leavei 

Of TMnbow-tinted woods, — 
These, ia our view, shall henceforth take 
A tenderer meaning for thy sake ; 
And all thou loredst of earth and sky, 
6eeui sacred to thy memory. 



Not TMnlj did old poets tell. 

Nor v^nly did old genius paint 
God's great and crowning miracle— 

The hero and the sajut 1 

For even in a fwthless day 

Can we our sainted ones discern ; 

And feel, while with them on the way, 
Our hearts within us burn. 

And thus the common tongue and pen 

Which, world-wide, echo Channxno'9 fam^ 

As one of Heaven's anointed men, 
Have sanulilied his name. 

In vian shall Rome her portals bar. 
And shut from him her saintly prize. 

Whom, in the world's great calendar 
All men shall er — ■- 
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By Narraaanaetl'a sunny bay, 

BeneatB his green embowering wood, 
To me it seems but yesWrday 



The slopes lay green with smnmer r^u», 
The western wind blew fresh and free, 

And glimmered down the orchard lanes 
The white surf of the sea. 

With aa waa one, who, calm and true, 
Life's highest purpose understood. 

And like hia blesaed Master knew 
The joy of doing good. 

Unlearned, unknown to lettered fame, 
Yet on the lips of England's poor 

And teiling millions dwelt hia name. 
With hleaaings evermore. 

Uafenown to power or place, yet where 
The sun looks o'er the Carib sea, 

It blended with the freeman's prayer 
And song of jubilee. 

He told of England's sin and wrong — 
The ills her suffering children know — 

The sq'.ialor of the city's- throng — 
The green field's want and woe. 

O'er Channing'a face the tenderness 

Of Bympathedc sorrow stole 
like a still shadow, passionless, 

The sorrow of the soul 

But, when the generous Briton told 
How hearts were answering to hia own. 

And Freedom's rising murmur rolled 
Up to tha dull-ear^ throne, 
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I saw, metliouglit, a glad surprise 

Thrill tJirough tliat frail and pain-worn fra 
And kindling m those deep, calia eyes 

A still and eam<!st flame. 

Hia few, brief words were auch aa move 
The human heart — the Faith-sown saeda 

Which ripen in the soil of love 
To Iiigti heroic deeds. 

So bars of sect or clime were felt — 
The Babei strife of tongues had ceased,— 

And atone common altar knelt 
Tlie Quaker and the priest. 

And not in vain : with strength renewed, 
And zeal refreshed, and hope less dim, 

For that brief meeting, each pursued 
The path allotted him. 

How echoes yet each Western hill 

And vale with Channing's dying wordl 

How are the hearts of freemen stifl 
By that great warning stirred I 

The stranger treads Iub native soil. 
And pleads with zeal unlelt before 

The honest right of British toil, 
The claim d" England's poor. 

Before him time-wrought barriera fall, 
Old fears subside, old hatreds melt. 

And, stretching o'er the sea's blue wall, 
The Sason greets the Celt. 

The yeoman on the Scottish lines. 

The Sbeffleld grinder, worn and grim, 

The delver in the Cornwall mines, 
Look up with hope to him. 
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Swart smiWra of tho glowing ateel, 
Dark feoders of the fbrge'3 flame, 

Pale watchers at the loom and wheel, 
Repeat his honored aajne. 

And thua the influence of that hour 
Of converse on Rhode Island's etrand, 

I^ves in the eahn, resistless power 
Which moTea our father-land. 

God blesses still the generone thought. 
And still the fitting word He speeds, 

And Truth, at his requiring taught, 
He quickens into deeds. 

Where is the victory of the grave 7 
What dust upon the spirit lies ? 

God keeps the sacred life he gave — 
The prophet never dies 1 



Thou hast fallen in thine armor. 

Thou martyr of the Lord 1 
With thy last breath crying — " Ouward ' 

And thy hand upon the sword. 
The haufihty heart derideth, 

And the sinful lip reviles. 
But the blessing of the perishing 

Around thy pill6w siiuLes 1 

When to our cup of trembling 
The added dnip is given. 
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And the long suspended thundei 
Palls terribly from Heaven, — 

When a new and fearful freedfan 
la proffered of the Lord 

To the slow consuming Famine — 
The PeatJIence and Sword ! — 

Wlien the refuges of Falsehood 

Shall he swept away in wrath, 
And the temple shall be shaken, 

With its idol, to the earth,— 
Shall not thy words of warning 

Be all reraembered then ? 
And thy now nnheeded raessa^ 

Burn in the hearts of men ? 

Oppressioo's hand may scatter 

Its nettles on thy lomb. 
And even Christian bosoms 

Deny thy memory room ; 
For lying lips shall torture 

Thy mercy into crime. 
And the slanderer shall flonrosh 

As the bay-tree for a time. 

But, where the south wind liogen 

On Carolina's pines. 
Or, falls the careless sunbeam 

Down Geot^a'a golden mines, — 
Where now beneath his burthen 

The toiling alitve is driven, — 
Where now a tyrant's mockery 

la oifered unto Heaven, — 

Where Mammon hath its altars 
Wet o'er with human blood, 

And pride and lust debases 
The workmanHhip of God — 

Thpre shall thy praise be spoken, 
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Eedeemeil from Falsehood's ban. 
When the fetters shall be Tjroken, 
And the slave shall he a man I 

Joy to thy spirit, brother 1 

A thousand hearts are warm — 
A thousand kindrod bosoms 

Are baring to the storm. 
What though red-handed Violenc* 

With secret Fraud combine, 
The wall of fire is round us — 

Our Present Help was Ibina 

Lo — the waking up of nations. 

Prom Slavery's fatal sleep — 
The murmur of a Universe — 

Deep calling unto Deep 1 
Joy to thy spirit, brother f 

On every wind of heaven 
The onward cheer and summons 

Of Freedom's voice is given 

Glory to God forever I 

Beyond the despot's will 
The soul of Freedom liveth 

Imperishable still. 
The words which (hou hast nttered 

Are of that soul a part, 
And the good seed thou hast scattered 

Is springing from the heart 

In the evil days before us, 

And the trials yet to come — 
In the shadow of the prison, 

Or the cruel martyrdom — 
We will think of thee, O brother I 

And thy sainted name shall be 
In the blessing of the captive, 

And the anthem of the free. 
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GoN'K before us, O our brother, 

To the spirit-land I 
Viuoly look we for another 

In thy placQ to stand. 
Who shall ofier youth and beaatf 

On the wasting shrine 
Of a stem and lofty duty, 

mth a faith hte thine ? 

Oh I thy gentle smile of greeting 

Who again shall see ? 
Who amidst the solemn meeting 

Gaze again on thee ? — 
Who, when peril gathers o'er us, 

Wear so calm a brow ? 
Who, with evil men before ua. 

So serene as thou V 

Early hafh the spoiler found thee. 

Brother of our love I 
Autumn's faded earth around thee. 

And its storms above I 
Evermore that turf lie lightly, 

And, with future showers, 
O'er thy slumbers fresh and brightly 

Blow the summer flowers 1 

In the locks thy forehead graojog, 

Not a silvery streak ; 
Nor a Une of sorrow's tracing 

On thy fair young cheek ; 
Eyes of light and lips of roses, 

Such as Hylas wore— 
Over all that curtain closes. 

Which shall rise no more ! 
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Will the Tjml Love is keeping 

Round t£at grave of (hine, 
MoumfuUj', like Jazer weeping 

Over Sibmah'B vine* — 
Will the pleasant memories, swelling 

Gentle hearts, of thee, 
In the spirit's distant dwelling 

All unheeded be ? 

If the spirit ever gazes, 

From its journey ings, back; 

If the inmiortal ever traces 
O'er its mortal track ; 

Wilt thou not, O brother, meet na 
Sometimes on our way, 



Peace be with thee, our brother, 

In the spirit-land I 
Vainly look we for another 

In thy place to stand. 
Unto Truth and Freedom giving 

AH thy early powers, 
Be thy virtues with the living, 

And thy spirit ours ! 



A LAMENT. 

-" Th# partfld flplrit, 

it QOt oar flOiTOw? Anflweretli oM 

Lg to our tearar " 

it is forsaken, — 



One heart from among us no longer shall thrill 
With joy in our gladness, or grirf in our ill. 



Weep ! — lonely and lowly, are slumbering now 
The light of ier glancea, the pride of her brow, 
Weep I — aadly and long shall we listen in vjun 
To hear the soft tones of ber welcome agMn. 

Give our tears t« the dead I Tor humanity'i 

From its silence and darkness is ever the aamo ; 
The hope of that World whose 



For, oh I if one glance the freed spirit can throw 
On the scene of ita trouWod probation below, 
Than the pride of the marble — die pomp of the 

To that glance will be dearer the tears which we 



Oh, who can forget the mild ll^ht of her smile. 
Over hps moved with music and feeling the while — ■ 
The eye's deep enchantment, dark, dream-like, 

and clear. 
In the glow of its gladness — the shade of its tear. 

And the charm of her features, while over the 

whole 
Played the hues of the heart and the sunshine of 

And the tones of her voice, like the music which 

Murmured low in our ears by the Angel of dreams I 

But holier and dearer our memories hold 

Those treasures of feeling, more precions than 

The love and the kindnegs and pity which gave 
Fresh flowers for the bridal, green wreaths for tlM 
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The heart ever open to Charity's claim, 
Unmoved from its purpose by censure and blamet 
While vainly alike on her eye and her ear 
Fell lie scorn of the heartless, the jestiug and jeer 

How true to our hearts was that beauti&l sleeper 
With smiles for the joyful, with teara for the 

weeper !— 
Yet, evermore prompt, whether mournful or gay, 
Wi& warnings in love to the passing astray. 

For, though spotless herself, she could sorrow for 

Who sullied with evil the spirit's pure gem ; 
And a sigh or a tear could the erring reprove. 
And the stJng of reproof was still tempered by 

As a cloud of the sunset, slow melting in heaven. 
As a star that is lost when the daylight is given, 
As a glad dream of slumber, which wakens ia blisa, 
She hath passed to the world of the holy &oni thiB. 



DANIEL WIIEELEB. 
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Oh, dearly loved ! 
And worthy of our love ! — No more 
Thy aged form shall rise before 
The hushed and w^ting worshipper. 
In meek obedience utterance giving 
To words of truth, so fresh ana living, 
That, even to the inward sense, 



They bore unquestioned evidence 
Of an anointed Messengerl 
Or, bowing down thy silver hair 
In reverent awfulness of prayer — 

The world, its time and sense, shut out — 
The brightness of Fdth's holy trance 
Gathered upon thy countenance. 

As if each linmring cloud of doubt — 
The cold, dark snadows resting here 
In ITme'a unluminous atmosphere — 

Were lifted by an angel's hand. 
And through them on thy spiritual eye 
Shone down the blessedneaa on high, 

The glory of the Better Land 1 

The oak has fallen 1 
While, meet for no good work, the 'rine 
May yet its worthless branches twine. 
Who knoweth not that with thee feE 
A great man in our Israel ? 
rallon, while thy loins were ^rded still, 

Thy feet with Zion's dews still wet, 

And in thy hand ret^ning yet 
Xhe pilgrim's staff and ecallop-shell I 
Unharmed and safe, where, wild and fiee, 

Across the Neva's cold morass 
The breezes from the Frozen Sea 

With winter's arrowy keenness pass ; 
Or, where the unwarnmg tropic gale 
flmole to the waves thy tattered sail. 
Or, where the noon-hour's fervid heat 
AgEunst Tahiti's mountains beat ; 

The same mysterious hand which gave 

Deliverance upon land and wave, 
Tempered for thee the blasts which blew 

Ladaga'e frozen surface o'er, 
And blessed for the* the baleful dew 

Of evening upon Eimeo's shore, 
Beneath thii- sunny heaven of ours, 
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Midst our soil airs and opening Qoners 
Ilath given Uiee a grave 1 

His will be done, 
Who seeth not as man, whose way 

Is not as ours ! — 'Tis well with thee ! 
Nor ansious doubt nor dark dismay 
Disquieted thy closing day, 
But, evermore, thy soul uould say, 

" My Father careth still for me I " 
Called from thy hearth and home — from lie 

The last bud on ihy household tree, 
The last dear one to minister 

Id duly and in love to thee. 
From all which nature holdeth dear, 

Feeble with years and worn mth p^n, 

To seek our distant land ^ain. 
Bound in the spirit, yet unknowing 

The things which should befall thee here. 

Whether for labor or for death, 
In child-hke 

To that la 

Oh, far away. 
Where never shines our Northern star 

On that dark waste which Balboa saw 
From Darien's mountains stretching far. 
So strange, heaven-broad, and lone, that thers 
With forehead to its damp wind bare 

He bent his mailed knee in awe ; 
In many an isle whose coral feet 
The suites of that ocean beat, 
In thy palm shadows, Uahu, 

And Honolulu's silver bay. 
Amidst Owyhee's hills of blue. 

And taro-plains of Tooboonai, 
Are gentle hearts, which long shall be 
Sad as our own at thought of thee, — 
Worn sowers of Truth's holy seed. 



.,Ck)Ot^lc 



UAHIBL WHEEI^R. 78 

Wbose souls in weariness and need 
Were strengthened and refreshed by thine. 

For, blessed by our Father's hand^ 
Waa thy deep love and tender care, 
Thy nunistry and fervent prayer — 

Gratraiil as Eschol's clustered vine 

To Israel in a weary land I 

And they who drew 
By thousands round thee, in the hour 

Of prayerful waiting, hushed and deep, 

That He who bade the islands keep 
Silence before him, mi";ht renew 

Their strength with his unslumbering powei, 
ThCT tot shall mourn that thou art gone, 

That never more thy aged lip 
Shall soothe the weak, the erring warn, 
Of those who first, rejoicing, heard 
Through thee the Gospel's glorious word — 

Seaia of thy true apostle^p. 
And, if the brightest diadem. 

Whose gems of glory purely bum 

Around the ransomed ones in bliss, 
Be evermore reserved for them 

Who here, through toil and sorrow, turn 

Many to righteousness, — 
May we not think of thee, as wearing 
That star-like crown of light, and bearing, 
Amidst Heaven's white and blissful band, 
The fadeless palm-branch in thy hand ; 
And Joining with a seraph's tongue 
In that new song the elders sung, 
Ascribinr; to its olessed Giver 
Thanksgiving, love, and praise forever 1 

Farewell ! 
And though the ways of Zion mourn 
When her strong ones are called away, 
Who like thyself have calmly borne 
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The heat and burden of the day, 
Yet He who slumhereth not nor sleepeth 
His ancient watch around tis keepeth; 
Still sent from lits crealiiicr hand, 
New wiljiesses for Truth shall stand— 
New inetruments to sound ahroad 
The Gospel of a risen Lord ; 

To gather to Ihe fold once more. 
The desolate and gone astray, 
The scattered of a cloudy day, 

And Zion's broken walls restore . 
ind, throush the travail and the toil 

Of true Siedience, minister 
Beauty for ashes, and the oil 

Of joy for mourning, unto her I 
Bo shall her holy bounds increase 
With walls of praise and gates of peace ; 
So shall the Vine, which martyr tears 
And blood sustained in other years, 

With fresher life be clothed upon ; 
And to the world in beauty show 
Like the rose-plant of Jericho, 

Ami glorious as Lebanon 1 



DANIEL NEALL. 



pBiEND'rf the Slave, and yet the friend of all; 
liover of peace, yet ever foremost, when 
The need of batfling Freedom called for men 
To plant the banner on the outer wall ; 
Gentle and kindly, ever at distress 
Melted to more than woman's tenderness, 
Yet firm and steadfast, at his duty's post 
Fronting the violence of a maddened host, 
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Like some gray rock from ■which the waves ara 

Knowing Iila deeds of lore, men quealioQed not 
The faith of one whose walk and word were 
right— 
Who tranquilly in UIs'b great task-field wrouglrt, 
And, Hde by side with evil, scarcely caught 

A stain upon Us pilgrim garb of wlnte ; 
Prompt to redress another's wrong, his own 
Leaving to TTune and Truth and Penitence alone 



Such was our friend. Formed on the good old plan, 

A true and brave and downright honest man :■ — 

He blew no trumpet in the marketrplaee, 

Nor in the ehureh with hypocritic face 

Supplied with cant the lack of Christian gracej 

Loathing pretence, he did with cheerful will 

What others talked of while Iheir hands were still: 

And, while " Lord, Lord I " the pious tyranta cried. 

Who, in the poor, their Master crucified, 

HU daily prayer, far better understood 

In acta than words, was Btmply doing good. 

So calm, so constant was his rectitude. 

That, by his loss alone we know its worth, 

And feel how true a man has walked with lu on 

jBkMA mmOi m, 1316. 



Thine is a grief, the depth of which another 

Slay never know ; 
Tot, o'er the waters, 0, my stricken brother t 

To thee I go. 
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1 lean my heart unto thee, sadly folding 

Thy hand in mine ; 
With eTen the weakness of my soul upholding 

The strength of thine. 

I never knew, like thee, the dear departed ; 

I stood not iiy 
Wlien, in calm trust, the pure and tranquil-hearicd 

Lay down to die. 

And on thy ears my words of weak condoUng 

Must vaJnly fall; 
The fimeral bell whith in thy heart ia tolling, 

Sounds over ail I 

I will not mock thee with the poor world's conmion 

And heartless phrase. 
Nor wrong the memory of a a^nted woman 

With idle praise. 

With rflence only as their henediction, 

God's angels come 
Where, in the shadow of a great affliction, 

The soul sits dumb I 

Tet, would I say what thy own heart approveth : 

Our Father's will, 
Calling to Him the dear one whom He loveth, 

Is mercy still. 

Not upon thee or thine the solemn angel 

Hath evi] wrought: 
Her funeral anthem is a glad evangel — 

The good die not I 

God calls our loved ones, but we lose not wholly 

What He hath given ; 
They live on earth, Ja thought and deed, aa truly 

As in his heaven. 



And she is vnih thee; in thy path of trial 

She waUteth yet ; 
Still with the baptism of thy self-denial 

Her locks are wet 

Up, then, my brother I Lo, the fields of harvest 

Lie white in view I 
She lives and loves thee, and the God thoa gervest 

To both is true. 

Thrust in thy sickle ! — England's toil-worn peaaanti 

Thy call abide ; 
And she thou moum'st, a pure and holy presence, 

Shall glean beside ! 



Another hand is beckoning ns. 

Another call is ^ven ; 
And glows once more with Angel-steps 

The path which reaches Heaven. 

Our young and gentle friend whose Bmile 
Made brighter summer hours, 

Amid the frosts of autumn time 
Has left us with the flowers. 

Nopaling of the cheek of bloom 

Forewarned us of decay ; 
No shadow from the Silent Land 

Fell round our sister's way. 

The li^ht of her young life went down, 

As sinks behind the hil! 
The glory of a setting star — 

Clear, suddenly, and stilL 
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Aapure and sweet, hor f^r brow geemed 

Eternal as the sky; 
And like the brook's low song, her voice — 

A sound wbicb could not &e. 

And half we deemed she needed not 

The chajiging of ber sphere. 
To rive to Heaven a Shining One, 

Who walked an Angel here. 

The blessing of her quiel life 

Fell on us like the dew ; 
And good thoughts, where her ibotstepa pn 

Like fairy blossoms grew. 

Sweet promptings unto kiodeet deeds 

Were in her very look ; 
We read her face, as one who reads 

A true and holy book : 

The measure of a blessed hymn. 
To which our hearts could move ; 

He breathing of an inward psalm ; 
A canticle of love. 

We miss her in the place of prayer. 
And by the hearth-fire's light ; 

We pause beade her door to hear 
Once more her sweet " Good night 1 

There seems a shadow on the day, 

Her smile no longer cheers ; 
A dimness on the stars of night, 

Iiike eyes that look throu^ tears. 

Alone unlo our Father's will 

One thought hath reconciled ; 
That He whose love exceedeth ours 

Hath taken home his child. 
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Fold her, oh Father I in thine arms, 

And let her henceforth be 
A messenger of love between 

Our humsD hearts and Thee. 

Still let her mild rebuking staad 

Between ua and the wrong, 
And her dear memory serve to m^e 

Our faith in Goodness strong. 

And grant that ehe nlio, trembling, here 

Distrusted all her powers, 
Mot welcome to her holier home 

The well beloved of ours. 



THE LAKE-SIDE. 

Ths shadows round the inland sea 

Are deepening into night ; 
Slow up the slopes of Ossipee 

They chase the lessening light. 
"Kred of the long day's blinding heat, 

I rest my languid eye. 
Lake of the Hifls 1 where, eool and sweet, 

Thy sunset waters lie 1 

Along the sky, in wavy lines, 

O'er isle and reach and bay, 
Green-belled with eternal pines. 

The mountains stretch away. 
Below, the maple masses sleep 

Where shore with water blends. 
While midway on the tranquil deep 

The evening hght descends. 
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And, through the sunset air, looked down 

Uijon the Smile of God.^ 
To him of light and shade the laws 

No forest sceptic taught ; 
Their living and eternal Cause 

His truer instinct sought. 



He saw these mountains in the light 

Which now across them shines ; 
This lake, in summer aunaet bright, 

Walled round with sonihering pines. 
God near him seemed ,■ from earth and sk 

His lovia" voice he heard, 
A3, lace to face, in Paradise, 

Man stood before the Lord- 
Thanks, oh, our Father I that, like him, 

Thy tender love I see. 
In radiant hill and woodland dim, 

And tinted sunset sea. 
For not in mockery dost Thou fill 

Our earth with light and grace ; 
Thou hid'st no dark and cruel will 

Behind Thy smiling face ! 



THE HTLIv-TOP. 

Thb burly driver at niy side, 

We slowly climbed the hill. 
Whose summit, in the hot noontide, 

Seemed rising, ri^ng still. 
At last, our short noon-shadows hid 

The top-stone, bare and brown, 
Prom whence, like Gizeh's pyraniid. 

The rough mass slanted down. 
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I felt the cool breath of the North ; 

Between me and the aun, 
O'er de«p, still lake, and rl'lgy earth, 

I saw the cloud-sbades run. 
Before me, stretched for glistening mlleB, 

hsiy mountain-girdled Squam ; 
Take green-winged birds, the leafy isles 

Upon its bosom swam. 

And, glimmering through the eun-haze warm, 

Far M the eye could roam, 
Dark billows of an earthquake storm 

Beflecked mth clouds Eke foam, 
Their vales in misty shadow deep. 

Their rugged peaks in shine. 

The horizon's northern line. 

There towered Choconia'a peak ; and wes^ 

Moosebillock's woods were seen. 
With many a nameless slide-soaned crest 

And pine-dark gorge between. 
Beyond liiem, like a Bun-rimmed cloud, 

The great Notch mountains shone. 
Watched over by the solemn-browed 

And awful face of stone I 

" A good look-off I " the driver spake j 

"About this time, last year, 
1 drove a party to the Lake, 

And stopped, at evening, here. 
Twas duskish down below ; but all 

These hills stood in the sun, 

"A lady, who, from Thornton bill. 
Had held her place outeide, 



..Google 



is MISCELLANEOUS. 

And, aa a pleasant woman, will, 
Had cheered the Jong, dall ride, 

Besought me, with so sweet a smile, 
That — though I hat« delays — 

1 could not choose but rest awhile — 
(These women have such ways f) 

** On yonder mossy ledge she sat, 

Her sketch upon her Knees, 
A stray brown lock beneath her hat 

Unrolling in the breeze ; 
Her sweet face, in the sunset light 

Upraised and glorified, — 
I never saw a prettier sight 

In all my mountain ride. 

"As good as fair ; it seemed her joy 

To comfort and to give ; 
My poor, sick wife, and cripple boy. 

Will bless her while they hve I " 
He tremor in the drivel's tone 

His manhood did not shame : 
" I dare say, sir, you may have known- 
He named a well-known name- 
Then sank the pyramidal mounds. 

The blue lake fled away ; 
For mountain-scope a j)arlour's bounde, 

A lighted hearm for day I 
From lonely years and weary miles 

The shadows fell apart ; 
Kind voices cheered, sweet human smdel 

Shone warm into my heart. 

Wejoumcyed on ; but earth an^ sky 
Had power to charm uo more • 
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ON KECEIVING AN EAGLE'3 QUILL. 

Ah 1 human kindness, human love — 

To few wbo seek denied — 
Too late we learn to prize above 

The whole round world beside 1 



Ail da,j the darkness and the cold 

Upon my heart have lain, 
Like shadows on the winter sky, 

Like frost upon the pane ; 

But now my torpid fancy wakes, 
And, on thy Eagle's plume, 

lUdes forth, like Smbad on his bird. 
Or witch upon her broom ! 

Below me roar the rocking pines, 
Before me spreads the lake, 

Whose long and solemn-sounding wav 
Agaiost the sunset break. 

1 hear the wild ffice-Eater thresh 
The ^ain he has not sown ; 

I see, with flashing scythe of fire. 
The prairie harvest mown 1 

1 hear the far-off voyager's horn ; 

I see the Yankee's trail — 
Hb foot on every mountain-pass, 

On every stream his sail. 

By forest, lake and water-fall, 

I see his peddler show ; 
The mighty mingling with the mean, 

The 10% with the low. 
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Upon his loade 
He's meaauriog o'er the Pictured Bocka, 
With eager ejes of gain. 

I hear the mattook in the mine, 

The axe-stroke in the dell, 
The clamor &om the Indian lodge, 

'Xhe Jesuit ohapet bell ! 

I see the swarthy trappers come 

From Mieaisaippi's springs; 
And war-chiela mth their panted browi. 

And crests of eagle wings. 

Behind the scared squaw's birch canoe. 
The steamer smokea and raves ; 

And city lots are staked for ealo 
Above old Indian graves. 



i hear the tread of pioneers 



The'rudimenls of empire here 
Are plaatic yet and warm ; 

The chaos of a mighty world 
Is rounding into form 1 

Each rude and jostling fragment st 
Its fitting place shall find— 
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The snowy cones of Oregon 

Are kindling on its way ; 
And California's golden sands 

Gleam brigliter in its ray 1 

Then, hlessinga on thy eagle quill, 

As, wandering far and wide, 
J thank thee for this twilight dream 

And Paney's airy ride T 

Yet, welcomer ihan regal plumes, 

Which Western trappers find. 
Thy free and pleasant thoughts, cha)ice.«)wii, 

Like feathers on the wind. 



In thee, let joy mth dut^ join, 
And strength unite with love. 

The eagle's pinions folding round 
The warm heart of the dove I 

So, when in darkness sleeps the vale 
Where still the blind bird clings, 

The sunshine of the upper sky 
Shall glitter on thy wings 1 



A BEAUTIFUL and happy ^rl, 

With step as light as summer air. 
Eyes glad with smiles, and brow of pearl, 
iSiadowed by many a careless carl 
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Of unconfined and flomng hair, 
A seeming child in eyerything, 

Save thoughlfiil brow and ripening charm^ 
Aa Nature wears tlie smile of Spring 

When ainking into Summer's arms. 

A mind rejoicing in tlie light 

Which meltea through its graceful bower, 
Leaf after leaf, dow-moiat and bright, 
And stainless in ite holy white, 

Unfoldinn like a morning flower : 
A heart, wMch, like a fine-toned lute. 

With svery breath of feeling woke, 
And, even when the tongue was mute. 

From eye and lip in muac spoke. 

How thrills once more the tengtbenine cbiun 

Of memory, at the thought of thee F 
Old hopes wluch long in oust have Imo 
Old dreams, come thronging back again, 

And boyhood lives again in me ; 
I feel its glow upon my cheek, 

Its fulness of the heart is mine. 
As when I leaned to bear thee speak. 

Or raised my doubtful eye to thine. 

I hear agwn thy low replies, 

I feel thy arm within my own, 
And timidly again uprise 
The fring€d lids of hazel eyes. 

With soft brown tresses overblown. 
Ah 1 memories of sweet summer evea. 

Of moonlit wave and willowy way. 
Of stars and flowers, and dewy leaves. 

And smiles and tones more dear than theyl 

Ere this, thy quiet eye bath smiled 

My picture of thy youth to see. 
When, half a woman, half a cluld. 
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Hy ven artlessness beguiled, 

And folly's self seemed wise in thee ; 

I too can smile, wheii o'er that Lour 
The lights of memory backward stream. 

Yet feel tlie while that manhood's power 
Is vainer than my boyhood's dream. 

Tears have passed on, and left their trace 

Of graver care and deeper thought ; 
And unto me the calm, cold face 
Of manhood, and to thee the grace 

Of woman's pensive beauty brought. 
More wide, perehance, for blame than praiMi 

The school-boy's humble name has flown; 
Thine, in the green and quiet ways 

Of unobtrusire goodness known. 

And wider yet in thought and deed 

Diverge our pathways, one in youth j 
Thine the Genevan's sternest creed, 
While answers la my spirit's need 

The Derby dalesman's simple truth. 
Pot thee, the priestly rite and prayer, 

And holy day, and solemn psahn ; 
For me, the silent reverence where 

My brethren gather, slow and calm. 



An impress Time has worn not oat, 
And something of myself in thee, 
A shadow from the past, I see. 

Lingering, even yet, thy way about} 
Not wholly can the heart unlearn 

That lesson of its better hours. 
Not y2t has Time's duU footstep worn 

To common dust that path of flowen. 

Thus, while at times before our eyes 
The shadows melt, and fall apEui, 
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And, smilin" tlirough them, round us lies 
The warm lifrht of our momiii" skies — 

The ludiaii Summer of the heart I — 
In secret sympathies of mind, 

In tbunt^ of feeling which retain 
Thdr pure, fresh flow, we yet may find 

Our early dreaioa not ■wholly vain 1 



THE LEGEND OF ST. MARK.* 

Tub day is closing dark and cold, 

With roaring blast and sleety showers ] 

And through the dusk the lilacs wear 
The bloom of snow, instead of flowers. 

I turn me from the gloom without. 

To ponder o'er a tale of old, 
A legend of the age of Faith, 

By dreaming monk or abbess told. 

On Tintoretto's canvas lives 
That fancy of a loi^ng heart. 

In graceful lines and shapes of power, 
And hues immortal as his art. 

In Provence (so the story runs) 
There lived a lord, to whom, as slave, 

A peasant boy of lender years 

The chance of trade or conquest gave. 

Forth-looking from the castle tower. 
Beyond the hilLf with almonds dark, 

The straining eye could scarce discen; 
The chapfl of the good St, Mark. 
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And there, when bitter word or fare 
The service of the youth rep£ud, 

By sl«alth, before that, holy shrine, 

For grace to bear his wrong, he prayed. 

The steed atamped at the castle gate. 
The boaj^hunt sounded on the hill ; 

Why stayed the Baron from the chase. 
With looks so stern, and words eo ill ? 

" Go, bind yon slave 1 and let him learn, 
By Bcathe of fire and strain of cord. 

How ill they speed who give dead saints 
The homage due their living lord I " 

They bound him on the fearful rack, 

When, through the dungeon's vaulted daric, 

He saw the light of shining robes, 

And knew the face of good St. Mark. 

Then sank the iron rack apart, 
The cords released their cruel clasp, 

The pincers, with their teeth of fire. 
Fell broken from the torturer's graap- 

And lo I before the Touth and Saint, 

Barred door and wall of stone gave Mf', 

And up from bondage and the night 
They passed to frcedoni and the daj 

O, dreaming monk I thy tale is true f- 
O, painter] true thy pencil's art; 

In tones of hope and prophecy, 
Ye whisper to my listening heart I 

Unheard no burdened heart's appeal 
Moans up to God's inclining ear; 

Unheeded by his tender eve, 
Falls to the earth no sufiiirer's tear 
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For stiH the Lord alone is God ! 

The pomp and power of tyrant man 
Are scattered at his lightest breath, 

Like chaff before the winnower's fan. 

Not always shall the slave uplift 
His heavy hajids to Heaven in vmh 

God's angel, like the good St. Mark, 

Comes shining down to break his chain t 

0, weary ones I ye may not see 
Tour helpers in their downward flight ; 

Nor hear the sound of silver wings 
Slow beating through the hush of night I 

But not the less gray Dothan shone, 
With sunbright watchers bending tow, 

That Fear's dim eye beheld alone 
The spear-heads of the Sjiian foe. 

There are, who, like (he Seer of old. 
Can see the helpers God has sent. 

And how life's ru^ed mountain-side 
Is white with many an angel tent 1 

They hear the heralds whom our Lord 
Sends down his pathway to prepare ; 

And light, from others hidden, shines 
On their high place of faith and prayer. 

Let such, for earth's desparinn ones, 
Hopeless, jet lon^ng to be free, 

Breadie once aaain the Prophet's prayer: 
"IiordjOpe their eyes, that they may seel" 
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THE WELL OF LOCH MAREE.« 

Cai-m on the breast of Lock Maree 

A little isle reposea ; 
A Biadow woven of the oak 

And willow o'er it closes. 

Within, a Druid's mound is seen, 
Set round with stony warders ; 

A fountain, gushing through the turf, 
Flows o'er its grassy borders. 

And whoso bathes therein his brow, 
With care or madness burning, 

Feels once again his healthful thought 
And sense of peace returning. 

O I restless heart and fevered braan, 

Unquiet and unstable, 
That holy well of Loch Maree 

la more than idle fable I 

Life's changes vex, its discords stun, 
Its staring sunshine blindeth. 

And Best is he who on hia way 
That fount of healing findeth 1 

The shadows of a humbled irill 
And contrite heart are o'er it ; 

Go read its legend — " Trust in God "- 
0« Paith'a white stones before it. 
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TO MY SISTER: 



Dear Sister 1 — while the wise and sago 
Turn coldly from my playiiil page, 
And count it atrange that ripen^ age 

Should atoop to boyhood's folly ; 
1 know that thou wilt judge aright 
Of all which makes the heart more light, 
Or lenda one star-gleam to the night 

Of clouded Melancholy. 

Away with weary oarea and themes ! — 
Swing wide the moonlit gate of dreams ! 
Leave free once more the land which teemi 

With wonders and romances ! 
Where thou, with clear discerning eyes, 
Shalt righlly read the truth which lies 
Beneath the quidntly masking guise 

Of wild and wizEuii fancies. 

Lo ! once again our feet we set 

On still green wood-paths, twilight wet, 

By lonely brooks, whose waters fret 

The roots of spectral beeches ; 
Agiun the hearth-fire glimmers o'er 
Home's white-washed wall and painted floor, 
And young eyes widening to the lore 

Of faery-folks and witdies. 

Dear heart I — the legend is not vain 
Which lights that holy hearth ^ain. 
And, calUnc hack from care and pain, 

And deaUi's funereal sadness, 
Urawa round its old ^uniliar blaze 



..Coot^lc 



The eluatering groups of happier day«, 
And le Dels to sober manhood's gaze 
A ghmpse of childish gladness. 

And, knomng how my life hath been 

A weary work of tongue and pen, 

A long, harsh strife, with strong-willed men 

Thou wilt not chide my turning, 
To eoD; at times, an idle rhyme, 
To pluck a flower from childhood's clime, 
Or listen, at Life's noonday chime. 

For the sweet bells of Morning I 



AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 



Gone hath the Spring, with all its flowers, 
And gone the Summer's pomp and show. 

And Autumn, in his leafless bowers, 
Is wMting for the Winter's snow. 

X B^d to Earth, so cold and gray, 
" An emblem of myself thou art : " 

" Not so," the Earth did seem to say, 

"For Spring shall warm my frozen heart" 

I soothe ray wintry sleep with dreams 

Of wanner sun and softer rain, 
And wait to hear the sound of streams 

Aad songs of merry birds again. 

But thou, from whom the Spring hath gone, 
For whom the flowers no longer blow, 

Who standest blighted and forlorn, 
Like Autumn w^tJDg tor the snow : 
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No hope is thine of sunnier hours, 
Thy Winter shall no more depart j 

No Spring revive thy wasted flowera, 
Nor Summer warm thy frozen heart 



CALEF m BOSTON, 1S92. 

In the solemn days of old. 
Two men met in Boston town — 

One a tradesman frank and bold. 
One a preacher of renown. 

Cried the last, in bitter tone — 
" Poisoner of the wells of truth I 

Satan's hireling, thou hast sown 
With hia tares the heart of youth 1* 



" Falsehoods which we spurn tcniay 
Were the truths of long ago \ 

Let the dead boughs iall away, 
Fresher shall the living grow. 

" God is good and God is light, 
In this faith I rest secure ; 

Evil can but serve the right, 
Over all shall love endure. 

" Of your spectral puppet play 
I have traced the cunning wires ; 

Come what will, I needs must say, 
God is true, and ye are Han," 
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When the thougU of man is free, 
Error fears its lightest tones ; 

So the priest cried, " Sadducee 1 " 
And the people took up stones. 

In the ancient butTing-ground, 
Side tiy side the twain now lie — 

One with humble grassy mound, 
One with marbles pale and high. 

But the Lord hath blest the seed 

Which that ti'adesman scattered then, 

And the preacher's spectral creed 
Chills no more the blood of men. 

Let us trust, to one Is known 

Perfect love which casta out fear, 

WhiJe the other's joys atone 
For the wrong he suffered here. 



TO PIUS IX.10 

The cannon's brazen lips are cold; 

No red shell blazes down the air ; 
And street and tflwer, and temple old, 

Are silent aa despair. 

The Lombard stands no more at bay — 
Rome's fresh young life has bled in vain; 

The ravens scattered by the day 
Come back with night agiun. 

Now, while the fratricides of France 
Are treading on the neck of Rome, 

Hider at Gaeta — seize thy chance 1 
Coward and cruel, come 1 
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Creep now from Naples' bloody skirt , 
Thy mummer's part was acted well, 

While Rome, with steel and fire begirt. 
Before thy crusade fell I 

Her death-groans answered to thy prayerj 
Thy chant, Uie drum and bugle-call ; 

Thy lights, the burning villa's glare ; 
Thy beads, the shell and ball I 

L«t Austria clear thy way, with haoda 
Foul from Ancona's cruel sack, 

And Naples, with his dastard bands 
Of murderers, lead thee back I 

Home's lips are dumb ; the orphan's wiul, 
The mother's shriek, thou may'st not hear 

Above the faithless Frenchman's hail, 
The unsexed shaveling's cheer ! 

Go, bind on Rome her cast-off weight, 
The double curse of crook and crown. 

Though woman's scorn and manhood's hat» 
Fromwall and roof flash down 1 

Nor heed those blood-st^ns on the wall, 
Not Tiber's flood can wash away. 

Where, in thy stately Quirinal, 
Thy mangled victims lay ! 

Let the world murmur ; let its cry 
Of horror and disgust be heard ; — 

Truth 8ta.nda alone ; thy coward lie 
Is backed by lance and sword 1 

The cannon of St. Angelo, 

And chandng priest and clanging bell) 
And beat of drum and bugle blow, 

Shall greet thy coming well 1 



.,Ck)Ot^lc 



Let lips of iron and Uingueg of slavea 
Fit welcome give liiee ; — for her part, 

Some, frowning o'er her new-made graves, 
Sliall curse tiiee from her heart I 

No wreaths of sad Campagna's flowers 
Sliall cliildhood in thy pathway fling ; 

No garlands from their ravaged bowera 
Shall Temi's maidens bring ; 

But, hateful as that IjTant old. 

The mocking witness of his crime. 
In thSe shall loathing eyes behold 



Stand where Rome's blood was freest shed, 
Mock Heaven with impious thanks, and call 

Ita curses on the patriot dead, 
Its blessings on the Gaul 1 

Or wt upon thy throne of lies, 
A poor, mean idol, blood-besmeared, 

Whom even its worshippers despise — 
Unhonored, unrevered ! 

Tel, Scandal of the World I from thee 
One needful truth mankind shall learn — 

That kings and priests to Liberty 
And God are false in turn. 



Wake, stru^le, and prevail I 

Not v^nly Roman hearts have bled 
To feed the Crozier and the Crown, 

If, roused thereby, the world shall trea4 
The twiu-boru vampires down I 
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ELLIOTT-ii 



Hands off 1 thou tytfie-fat plunderer ! play 

No trick of priesltraft here I 
Back, puny lordling I darest thou lay 

A hand on Elliott's bier ? 
Alive, your rank and pomp, as daat, 

Beneath hia feet he trod : 
He knew the locust ewartn that cuned 

The harvestrfields of God. 

On these pale lips, the smothered thought 

Which England's millions feel, 
A fierce and fearful splendor caught, 

As from his forge the steel. 
Strong-armed as Thor — a shower of fire 

TTia smitten anvil flung; 
God's curse, Earth's wrong, dumb Hunger's m 

He gave them all a tongue I 

Then let the poor man's homy hands 

Bear up the mighty dead, 
And labor's swarC and stalwart bands 

Behind as mourners tread. 
Leave cant and craft their tiaptized bounds, 

Leave rank its minster floor ; 
Give England's green and daisied grounds 

The poet of the poor I 



And pail of furnace smoke ! 
Where whirls the stone its dizzy roui 

And axe and sledge are swung. 
And, timing to their stormy sounds, 

His stormy lays are sung 
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TLera let the peasant's step be heard, 

The grinder chant his rhyme ; 
Nor patron's praise nor dainty word 

Befits the man or Hme. 
No soft lament nor dreamer's sigh 

For him whose words were bread — 
The Runic rhyme and spell whereby 

The foodleea poor were fed 1 

Kle up thy tombs of rani and pride, 

O England, as thou wilt ! 
With pomp to nameless worth denied, 

Emblazon titled guilt I 
Ho part or lot ia these we claim ; 

But, o'er the sounding wave, 
A common ri^ht to Elliott's name, 

A freehold m his grave I 



So fallen I so lost I the light withdrawn 

Which once he wore I 
The glory from his gray h'furs gone 



Bevile him not--the Tempter hath 

A snare for all ; 
And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath. 



id pitying tears, not s( 
Befit his fall I 



Oh ! dumb be passion's stormy rage. 

When he who might 
Have lighted up and led his age, 

FaSs back in night. 

Scorn 1 would the angels laugh, to mark 
A bright soul driven, 
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FienJ-goadeii, down the endless daA, 
From hope and heaven ! 

Let not the land, once proud of him, 

Inanlt him notv, 
Nor brand with deeper ahame his dim, 

Dishonored brow. 

But let its humbled sons, instead. 

From sea to lake, 
A loag lament, as for the dead, 

In sadness make. 

Of all we loved and honored, nought 

Save power remains — 
A fallen angel's pride of thought, 

Still strong m chains. 

All else is gone ; from those great eyea 

The soul has fled ; 
When faith is lost, when honor dies, 

The man is dead I 



THE CHRISTIAN TOUEISTS.i* 

Bd ^mless wanderers, by the fiend Unrest 

Goaded from shore to shore ; 
Jf<J ^cJioolmen, turning, in their classic quest, 

The leaves of empire o'er. 
Kmple of faith, and bearing in their hearti 

The love of man and God, 
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Isles of old sonir, the Moslem's ancient marts, 
And Scytiia's steppes, thej' trod. 

Where tie lone shadows of the fir and pine 

In the night sun are cast, 
And the deep heart of many a Borland mine 

Quakes at each riving blast; 
Where, in barbaric grandeur, Mostwa stands, 

A baptized Scythian queen. 
With Europe's arts and Asia's jewelled hands, 

The North and East between I 

Where still, through vales of Grecian fable, stray 

The classic forms of yore, 
And Beauty smiles, new risen froai the spray, 

And Dian weeps once more ; 
Where every tongue in Smyrna's mart resounds ; 

And Stamboul from the sea 
Lifts her tall minarets over bunal-grounds 

Black with the cypress tree I 

From Malta's temples to the aatoa of Eome, 

Following the track of Paul, 
And where the Alps gird round the Switzer^ 

Their vast, eternal wall; 
They paused not by the ruins of old time, 

They scanned no pictures rare. 
Nor lingered where the snow-locked mountjuni 

The cold abyss of air I 

But unto prisons, where men lay in chains, 

To haunts where Hunger pined. 
To kings and courts foi^etml of the pains 

And wanta of human kind. 
Scattering sweet words, and quiet deeds at 
good. 

Along their way, like flowers, 
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Or, pleading as Christ's freemen only could, 
With prinnea and with powers ; 

Their Mngle aim the purpose to fulfil 

Of Tru^ from day to day, 
Simply obedient to its guiding will, 

They held their pilgrim way. 
Yet dream not, hence, the beaudiul and old 

Were wasted on their eight, 
Who in (he school of Christ had learned to hold 

All outward things aright. 

Not less to them the breath of vineyards blown 

From off the Cyprian shore. 
Not less for them the Alps in sunset shone, 

That man they valued more. 
A life of beauty lends to all it sees 

The beauty of its thought ; 
And fairest forms and sweetest harmonies 

Make glad its way, unsought. 

In sweet accordaney of praise and love. 

The singing waters run; 
And sunset mountains wear in light above 

The smile of duty done ; 
Sure stands the promise — ever to the meek 

A heritage is given ; 
Nor lose they Ear£ who, single-hearted, seek 

Tha righteousness of Heaven I 



THE MEN OF OLD. 

Well speed thy mission, bold Iconoclast I 
Yet all unworthy of ita trust thou art. 
If, with dry eye, and cold, unloving heart. 

Thou tread'st the solemn Pantheon of the Past, 
By the great Future's dazzling hope made bUnd 



TILE MKS OF OLD. lOS 

To all the beauty, power, and truth, beliind. 
Kot without reverent awe shouldst thou put by 
The cypress branches and the amarantb blooma) 
Where, with clasped hands of prayer, up<» 
their tombs 
The effigies of old confessors lie, 
God's witnesses ; the voices of his will. 
Heard in the slow march of the centuries still 1 
Such were the men at whose rebuking frown, 
Dark with God's wrath, the tyrant's knee went 

Such from the terrors of the guilty drew 
The vassal's freedom and the poor man's due. 



Of men as slaves, and from the sacred pale 
Hurled the Northumbrian buyers of the poor. 
To ransom souls from bonds and evil faW 
St Ambrose melted down the sacred plate — 
linage of saint, the chalice, and the pix, 
Crosses of gold, and silver candlesticks, 
"Man is worth more than templbsI" Iio 

replied 
To such as came his hol^ work to chide.* 
And brave Cesarins, stripping altars bare. 

And coining from the Abbey's golden hoard 
The captive's freedom, answered to the prayer 

Or threat of those whose fierce zeal for the Lord 
Stifled their love of man — " An earthen dish 

The last sad supper of the Master bore : 
Uost miserable sinners 1 do ye wish 

More than your Lord, and grudge his dying 

What your own pride and not his need reriutres ? 
Souls, than these shining gauds. He valuM 

Mercy, not sacrifice, his heart de^resl" 

.,Ck)Ot^lc 



101 MISCELLAKBOOS. 

O faithfal worthies 1 resting far behind 
In your dirk ages, since ye fell asleep, 
Mufh haa been done for truth and human kind- 
Shadows are scattered wherein ye groped blind ; 
Man claims his birthright, freer puEes leap 
Through peoples driven in your day like sheep ; 
Tet, lite your own, our age's sphere of !i; ' ' 



it heart, the lessons of its Head ; 
Counting, too oft, its living members less 
Than the wall's garnish and the pulpit's dress ; 
"World-moving zeal, with power to blesa and feed 
Lite's fainting pilgrims, to their utter need, 
Instead of bread, holds out the stone of creed ; 
Sect builds and worships where its wealth and prids 
And vanity stand shrined and deified. 
Careless that in the shadow of its walb 
God's living temple into ruin fails. 
We need, methinks, the prophet-hero still, 
Saints true of Ufe, and martyrs strong of will, 
To tread the land, even now, as Xavier trod 

The streets of Goa, barefoot, with bis bell, 
Proeltuming fpeedoai in the name of God, 

And startling tyrants with the fear of bell ! 

Soft words, smooth prophecies, are doublJesa well; 
But to rebuke the age's popular crime. 
We need the souls of fire, the hearts of that old 



SriLL in thy streets, oh Paris I doth the stain 
Of blood defy the cleansing autumn rain ; 
Still breaks the smoke Messina's ruins througb, 



PEACE CONVENTION AT BRUSaELS. lOS 

And Naples mourns that new Bartholomew, 
When squalid beggary, for a dole of bread, 
At a crowned murdcrer'a beek of license fed 
The yawning trenches with her noble dead ; 
Still, doomed Vienna, throagh thy stately halla 
The Bhel) goes crashing and the red shot falls, 
And, leagued to crush thee, on the Danube's side, 
The bearded Croat and Bosniak speannan ride ; 
Still in that vale where Himalaya's snow 
Melts round the cornfields and the vines below, 
The Sikh's hot cannon, answering ball for ball. 
Flames in the breach of Moultan's shattered wall; 
On Chenab's side the vulture seeks the slain, 
And Sutlej psunta wtb blood its banks a^ain. 
" What foUy, then," the faithless critic ones. 
With sneering lip, and wise, world-knowing eyea, 
" While fort to fort, and post t« post, repeat 
The ceasdess challenge of the war-drum's beat. 
And round the green earth, to the church-bell'l 

The morning drum-roll of tbe cam]) keeps time, 

To dream of peace amidst a world in arms, _ 

Of swords to ploughshares changed by.Bcriptur* 

charms. 
Of nations, drunken with the wine Of blood, 
Staggering to take the Fledge of Brotherhood, 
Lite tippIerB answering Father Mathew's eall — 
The sullen Spaniard, and the mad-cap Gaul, 
The bull-dog Briton, gelding but with life,^ 
The Yankee swa^enng with his bowie knife, 
The Kuss, from banijnets with the vulture shared. 
The blood still dripping from his amber beard, 
Quitting their mad Berserker dance, to hear 
The duU, meek droning of a drab-coat seer ; 
Leaving the sport of Presidenta and Kings, 
Where men for dice each tided gambler flings, 
To meet alternate on the Seine and Thames, 
For lea and gosap, like old country dames ! 
^o I let the cravens plead the weailing'e csat, 

..f.ooglc 



106 MISCELLANEOUS. 

Let Cobden rapher, and let Vincent rant, 

Let Slurgo preaoh peace to democratic throngs, 

And Burritt, Etamnieting through ius hundred 

tongues, 
Repeat, in all, his ghostly lessons o'er, 
Timed io the paases of the battery's roar ; 
Check Ban or Kaiser with the barricade 
Of " Olive-leaves " and Eesolutions made, 
Spike guns with pointed scripture-texts, and hope 
To capsize navies with a windy trope ; 
Still Bhall the glory and the pomp of War 
Alon^ their train the shouting millions draw ; 
Still dusty Labor to the passing Brave 
His cap shall doff, and Beauty^ ker«hief wave ; 
Still shall the bard to Valor tune his song, 
Still Hero-worship kneel before the Strong ; 
Eosy and sleek, the sable^wned divine, 
O'er hie third bottle of suggestive wine, 
To plumed and sworded auditors, shall prove 
Their trade accordant with the Law of Love 
And Church for State, and State for Church, shall 

fight, 
And both agree, that Might alone is lU^ht I" 
Despite of sneers hke these, oh, faithfuffew, 
Who dare to hold God's word and witness trne, 
Whose elear-eyed failh transcends our evil time, 
And, o'er the present wilderness of crime. 
Sees the calm future, with its robes of green, 
Its fleece-flecked mountjuns, and soil; streams b» 

tween, — 
Still keep the path which duty bids ye tread. 
Though worldly wisdom shake the cautious head ; 
No truth from Heaven descends upon our sphere, 
Without the greeting of the sceptic's sneer ; 
Denied and mocked at, till its blessings fall, 
Common as dew and suoshine, over 3l. 

Then, o'er Earth's wai^field, till the strife shall 



Like MorvfMi's harpers, sing your song of peace ; 
As in old fable rang the Thracian's lyre, 
Midst howl of fiends and roar of penal Are, 
Tin the fierce din to pleasing munnura fell. 
And love Buhdued the maddened heart of beD. 
Lend, once again, that holy Bong a tongue. 
Which the glad angels of the Advent saag, 
Tlieir cradle-anthem for the Saviour's birth, 
Glory to God, and peace unto the earth 1 
Through the mad discord send that cahning word 
Which wind and wave on wild Genesereth heard. 
Lift in Christ's name his Cross ag^nst the Sword I 
Not vain the vision which the prophets saw, 
Skirting with green the fiery waste of war. 
Through the hot sand-«Ieam, looming eotl and calm 
On the sky's rim, the iountaiu'^hading palm. 
Still lives for Earth, which fiends so lonw have trod, 
The great hope resting on the truth of God — 
Evi! shall cease and violence pass away, 
And the tired world breathe &ee through it long 
Sabbath day. 
nth Me., leie. 



THE WISH OF TO-DAT. 

I ASK not now for gold to gild 

With mocking ehme a weary frame ; 

The yearning of the mind is slilled — 
I ask not now for Fame. 

A rose-cloud, dimly seen above, 

Melting in heaven's blue depths away— 
O I sweet, Ibnd dream of haman Lovel 

For flee I may not pray. 
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But, bowed in lowliness of mind, 
I make ray humble wishes knowit— 

I only ask a will reagned, 
0, Father, to thine own 1 

To-day, beneath thy chastening eye 
I crave alone for peace and rest, 

Submissive in thy band to lie. 
And feel that it is best. 

A mar?el seemfl the Universe, 
A miracle our Life and Death j 

A mystery which I cannot pierce, 
Around, above, beneath. 

In V£un I task my aching brain, 
In vain the sage's thought I scan ; 

I only feel how weak and vain, 
How poor and bUnd, is man. 

And now my spirit sighs for home, 
And longs for light whereby to see. 

And, like a weary child, would come, 
O, Father, unto Thee I 

Though oft, like letters traced on sand, 
My weak resolves have passed away, 

In mercy lend thy helping hand 
Untfl my prayer to-day ! 



OUR STATE. 

The South-land boasts its teeming cane, 
The prairied West its heavy grain, 
And sunset's radiant gates unfold 
On rising marts and sands of gold I 
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Kough, bleat and hard, our little State 
Is scant of soil, of limits striut ; 
Her yellow aaniis are sands alone, 
Her only mines are ice and stone I 

From Autumn frost to April rain. 
Too long her winter woods complain; 
From budding flower to failing leaf, 
Her summer time is all too bnef 

Tet, on lier rocks, and on her sands, 
And wintry hills, the school-house stands, 
And what her rugged soil denies. 
The harvest of the mind supplies. 

The riches of the eommonwealth 

Are free, strong minds, and hearts of health* 

And more to her than gold or grain, 

The euaoing hand ajid cultured brain. 

For well she keeps her ancient stock, 
The stubborn strength of Pilgrim Rock ; 
Aad still maintains, with milder laws, 
And clearer light, the Good Old Cause 1 



While near her Bchool the church-spire stands ; 

Ror fears the blinded bigot's rule. 

While near her ehurch-spire stands the school 



ALL'S WELL. 

The clouds, which rise with thunder, slake 

Our thirsty souls with rain ; 
The blow most dreaded falls to break 

From off our limbs a chEun ; 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

And wrongs of man to man but make 

The love of God more plain. 
As throu'^h the sbadowj' lens of even 
The eye looks farthest loto heaven, 
On gleams of star and depths of blue 
The glaring sunshine never knew 1 



SEED TIME AND HARVEST. 

As o'er his furrowed fields which lie 
Beneath a coldly-dropping sky, 
Yet chill with winter's melted snow, 
The husbandman goes forth to sow; 

Thus, Freedom, on the bitter blast 
The ventures of thy seed we east, 
And trust to warmer sun and rjun. 
To swell the germ, and fill the grain. 

Who calls thy glorious service hard ? 
Who deems it not its own reward ? 
Who, for its trials, counts it less 
A cause of praise and thankfulness ? 

It may not be our lot to wield 
The sickle in the ripened fieitl ; 
Nor ours to bear, on sununer eves. 
The reaper's song among the sheave* 

Yet where our duty's task is wrought 
In unison with God's great thought. 
The near and future Blend in one, 
And whatsoe'er is willed is done I 
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The hope, the trust, the purpose stayed, 
The fountain and the noonday shade. 

And were ^ia iife the utmost span, 
The only end and aim of man, 
Better the toil of fields like these 
Than waking dream and slothful ease- 
But life, though falling like our grain, 
Like that revives and springs again ; 
And, early called, how blest are they 
Who wait in heaven their harvest-day 1 



Thanks for thy gift 
Of ocean flowers. 
Bom where the golden drift 
Of the slant sunshine falls 
Down the green, tremulous walls 
Of wat«r, to the cool, still coral bowers, 
Where, under rainbows of perpetual showei*, 
God's gardens of the deep 
His patient angels keep ; 
fjladdenlns the dim, strange solitude 

With fairest forms and hues, and thus 
Forever leaching us 
Tlie lesson which the many-colored skies, 
The flowers, and leaves, and painted butterflies. 
The deer's branched antlers, the gay bird that tlingi 
rhe tropic sunshine from its golden wings. 
The brightness of the human countenance. 
Its play of smiles, the magic of a glance. 
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Forerermore repeat, 
In varied tones and sweet, 
That beauty, in and of itself, is good. 

0, kind and generous fiiend, o'er whom 
The sunset hues of Time are cast, 
Panting, upon the overpast 
And scattered clouds of noonday sorrow 
The prouaise of a fairer morrow. 
An earnest of the better life to come ; 
The binding of the spirit broken. 
The warning to the erring spoken, 

Thecomftrtofthesad, 
The eye to see, the hand to cull 
Of common things the beautiftd, 

The absent heart made glad 
By simple gift or gracefiil token 
Of love it needs as daily food, 
All own one Source, and all are good ! 
Hence, tracking sunny cove and reach, 
Where spent waves glimmer up the beach, 
And toss their gifts of weed and shell 
From foamy curve and combing swell, 
No unbefittintt task was thine 

To weave these flowers so soft and fail 
In unison wifli his design. 

Who loveth beauty everywhere ; 
And makes in every zone and clime, 

In ocean and in upper air, 
"AH things beautiful m their time." 

For not alone in tones of awe and power 

He speaks to man ; 
The cloudy horror of the Ihunder-shower 
His rainbows span ; 
And, where the caravan 
Winda o'er the desert, leaving, as in air 
The crane-flock leaves, no trace of passage tieM, 
He gives the wearj' eye 



The palm-leaf shadow for the hot noon hours, 
And on its branches dry 
Calls out the acacia's flowers ; 
And, where the dark shaft pierces down 

Beneath the mountain roots, 
Seen by the miner's lamp alone, 
The star-like crystal shoots ; 
So, where, the winds and waves below, 
The eoral-branch^d gardens grow, 
His climbing weeds and mosses show, 
Like foliage, on each stony bough. 
Of varied hues more strangely gay 
Than forest leaves in autumn's day ; — 
Thus evermore, 
Od sky, and wave, and shore. 
An all-pervading beauty seems to say; 
God's love and power are one; and tbey, 
Who, like the Ihunder of a sultry day. 

And they, who, like the gentle wind, uplift 
The petals of the dew-wet flowers, and drift 

Their perfume on the air. 
Alike may serve Him, each, with their own gtfl^ 

Making their lives a prayer 1 
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CHAPEL OF THE HERMITS. 



OTHER POEMa 

ises. 
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THE CHAPEL OF THE HEEMITa 

•• I DO believe, and. yet, in grief, 
I pray for help to unbelief; 
For needfiil strength aside to lay 
The diuly cumbenngs of my way. 

" Vm sick at heart of craft and cant, 
Sick of the crazed enthusiast's rant. 
Profession's smooth hypocrisies, 
Aad creeds of iron, and lives of ease. 

" I ponder o'er the sacred word, 

1 read the record of our Jjord ; 

And, weak and troubled, envy fliem 

Who touched hia seamless garment's hem ; — 

" Who saw the tears of love he wept 
Above the grave where Lazarus slept ; 



•' How blessed the awine-herd's low estat*. 
The beggar crouching at the gate. 
The leper loathly and abhorred, 
Whose eyes of flesh beheld the Lord 1 

" O, sacred soil his sandals pressed I 
Sweet fountains of his noonday rest ! 
0, hght and air of Palestine, 
. Impregnate with his life divine I, 

" 0, bear me thither I Let me look 
On Siloa'a pool, and Kedron's brook, — 
Kneel at Gfethsemane, and by 
Gennesaret walk, before I die 1 
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IIS TBIC OHAPEI. OF THE 

" Methinks this cold and northern night 
Would melt before that Orient light ; 
And, wet by Hermon's dew and riun, 
My childhood's faith revive again ! " 

So apake my friend, one autumn day, 
Where the still river slid away 
Beneath us, and above (he brown 
Eed curtains of the woods shut down. 

Then a^d I, — for I could not brook 
The mute appealing of bis look, — 
" 1, too, am weak, and faith is small, 
And blindness happeneth unto all. 

" Yet, sometimes glimpses oa my si^ht. 
Through present wrong, the eternal right; 
And, step by step, since time began, 
I see the steady gain of man : 

" That all of good the past hath had 
Remains to make our own lime glad, — 
Our common daily life divine, 
And every land a Palestine. 

" Thou weariest of thy present state ; 
What gain to thee time's holiest date ? 
The doubter now perchance had been 
As High Priest or aa Pilate then 1 

" What thought Choraain's scribes ? What &ith 
In Him had Main and Nazareth ? 
Of the few followers whom He led, 
One sold him,-^ll forsook and fled. 

" O, friend I we need nor rock nor sand, 
Nor storied stream of Moming-Land ; 
The heavens are glassed in Merrimack,.— 
What more could Jordan render back ? 
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The still amai! voice in autumn's hush, 
Yon maple wood the burning bush. 

" For stJil the new transcends the old, 
In signs and tokens manifold ; — 
Slaves rise up men ; the olive waves 
With roots deep set in battle graves 1 

" Through (he harsh noises of our day 
A low, sweet prelude finds its way; 
Through clouds of doubt, and creeds of fear, 
A light ia breaking, cahn and clear. 

" That aong of Love, now low and fer, 
Ere lon^ shall swell from star to star I 
That lient, the breaking day, which 1^ 
The golden-spired Apocalypse 1" 

Then, when my good friend shook his head, 
And, sighing, sadly smiled, I s^d : 
" Thou mind'st me of a story told 
In rare Bemardin's leaves of gold."l3 

Atid, while the slanted sunbeams wove 
The shadows of the frost-stained grove, 
And, picturing all, the river ran 
O'er cloud and wood, I thus began : 



In Moant Talerien's chestnut wood 
The Chapel of the Hermits stood ; 
And thither, at the close of day, 
Came two old pilgrims, worn and gray. 

One, whose impetuous youth defied 
The storms of Bidkal's wintry side. 
And tOTiaed and dreamed where tropic day 
Flamed o'er his lost Virginia's bay. 
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His simple iale of love and woe 
All hearts had melted, higb or low | — 
A blissful pain, a sweet distresa, 
Immortal m its tendemees. 

Yet, while above his charmed page 
Beat quiek the young heart of his age, 
He walked amidst the crowd unknown, 
A sorrowing old man, strange and lone. 

A homeless, troubled age, — the gray 
Pale aettin" of a weary day ; 
Too dull his ear for voice of praise, 
Too sadly worn his brow for bays. 

Piide, lust of power and gloiy, slept; 
Tet still his heart its yoiin« dream kept 
And, wandering like the deluge-dove, 
SliU sought the resting-place o£ love. 

Asd, mateless, childless, envied more 
The peasant's welcome from hia door, 
Sr smiling eyes at eventide, 
l^ian kingly gifta or lettered pride. 

Until, in place of wife and child, 
All-pitj"ing Nature on him smiled, 
And gave to him the golden keys 
Toallheriaii 



Mild Druid of her wood-paths dim 1 
She l(ud her great heart bare to him. 
Its loves and sweet accords ; — he saw 
The beauty of her perfect law. 

The language of her signs he knew, 
What notes her cloudy clarion blew ; 
The rhythm of autumn's forest d3^s, 
The hymn of sunsefs painted skies. 
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THE CHAPEL OF THE HERMITS. 

And Ihua lie seemed to hear the song 
Which swept, of old, the stars along ; 
And to his eyes the earth once more 
Its fresh and primal beauty wore. 

Who sought mth him, from summer air, 
And field and wood, a balm for care ; 
And bathed in light of sunset skies 
His tortured nerves and weary eyes ? 

ifis fame on all tbe winds tad flown ; 
His words had shaken crypt and throne ; 
Like fire, on camp and court and cell 
They dropped, and kindled as they felL 

Beneath the pomps of state, below 
The mitred juggler's masque and show, 
A prophecy — a vague hope — ran 
Hiti burning thought from man to man. 

For peace or rest loo well he saw 
The fraud of priests, the wrong of law ; 
And felt how hard, between the two, 
Their breath of p^n the millions drew. 

A prophet-utterance, strong and wild. 
The weakness of an nnweaned child, 
A sun-bright hope for human kind, 
And self-despair, in him combined. 

He loathed the false, yet lived not trua 
To half the glorious truths he knew ; 
The doubt, the discord, and the sin. 
He mourned without, he felt within. 

Untrod by him the path he showed, 
Sweet pictures on his easel glowed 
Of simple faith, and loves of homo, 
And virtue's golden days to come. 
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But weakness, shame, and folly, made 
The foil to all his pen portrayed; 
Still, where hia dreamy splendors shone, 
The shadow of himself was thrown. 

Lord, what is man, whose thought, at timeB, 
Up to thy seven-fold brightness climbs, 
While still his grosser instinct clings 
To earth, like other creeping things I 

So rich in words, in acts so mean ; 

So high, so low ; chance-swung between 

The foulness of the penal pit 

And Truth's clear sky, miUennium-lit 1 

Vain pride of star-lent genius 1 — vain 
Quick fancy and creative briun, 
Unblest by prayerful sacrifice, 
Absurdly great, or weakly wise 1 

Midst yearnings for a truer life, 
Without were fears, within was strife ; 
And still hia wayward act denied 
The perfect good for which he wghed.- 

The love he sent forth void returned ; 

The fame that crowned him scorched and burned 

Burning, yet cold and drear and tone, — 

A &Te-nu>unt in a frozen zone I 

Like that the gray-haired sea-king passed," 
Seen southward iVom his sleety mast, 
About whose brows of changeless frost 
A wreath of flame the wild winds tossed. 

Far round the mournful beauty played 
Of lambent light and purple shade, 
Lost on the fixed and dwnb despEur 
Of frozen earth and sea and ^ 1 
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nan apart, anknown, unloved 

those whose wrongs hia aoul had moved, 
lAc bore the ban of Cnurch and StaW, 
The good man's fear, the bigof s hate I 

Forth from the cit/s noise and throng, 
Its pomp and shame, its sin and wrong, 
The twain that summer day had strayed 
To Mount Valerien'e chestnut shade. 

To them the green fields and the wood 
Lent something of their quietude. 
And golden-tinted sunset seemed 
Prophetical of all they dreamed. 

The hermits from their simple cares 
The bell was calling home to prayers. 
And, hstentng to its sound, the twain 
Seemed lapped in childhood's trust i^n. 

Wide open stood the chapel door ; 

A sweet old music, swelling o'er 

Low prayerfiil murmurs, issued thence, — ■ 

The Litanies of Providence I 

Then Rousseau spake : — " Where two or thi 
In his name meet. He there will be ! " 
And then, in silence, on their knees 
They sank beneath the chestnut-trees. 

As to the blind returning light. 
As daybreak to the Arctic night. 
Old faith revived ; the doubts of years 
Dissolved in revereotial tears. 

That gush of feeling overpast, 
" Ah me I " Bemarin sighed at last, 
" I would thy bitterest foes could see 
Thy heart as it is seen of me I 
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" No cliiircli of God hast thou denied ; 
Thoa hast but spumed in scorn aside 
A base and hollow counterfeit, 
Profaning the pure name of it 1 

" With dry dead moss and marish weeds 
His fire the western herdsman feeds, 
And greener from the ashen plain 
The sweet spring grasses rise agwn. 

" Nor thunder-peal nor mighty wind 
Ksturb the solid sky behind; 
And through the cloud the red bolt rends 
The calm, still smile of Heaven descends I 

" Thus through the world, like bolt and blast, 
And scourging fire, thy words have passed. 
Clouds break, — the steadfast heavens remjun 
Weeds bum, — the ashes feed the grain 1 

" But whoso strives with wrong may find 
Its touch pollute, its darkness Blind ; 
And learn, as latent fraud is shown 
In others' faith, to doubt his own. 

" With dream and falsehood, simple tnist 
And pious hope we tread in dust ; 
Lost the calm faith in goodness, — lost 
The bapfjsm of the Pentecost I 

" Alas I — the blows for error meant 
Too oft on truth itself are spent, 
As through the false and vile and base 
Looks forth her sad, rebuking face. 

" Not ours the Theban's charm^ life ; 
We come not scathless from the strife 1 
The Python's coil about us clings, 
The trampled Hydra bitea and atings I 
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" Meanwhile, the aport of aeeming chance, 
The plastic ^apea of ciremasfaate, 
What might have been we fondly guesa, 
If earlier born, or tempted less. 

" And thou, in these wild, troubled daya, 
Misjudged alike in blame and praise, 
Unsou^t and undeserved the same 
The sceptic's praise, the bigot'a blame ; — 

"I cannot doubt, if thou had'st been 
Among the highly-favored men 
Who walked on eartJi with Fenelon, 
He would have owned thee aa hia son ; 

" And, bright with wings of cherubim 
Visibly waving over him. 
Seen through his life, the church had leemed 
All that its old confeaaors dreamed." 

" I would have been," Joan Jaquea replied, 
" The humblest servant at his side. 
Obscure, unknown, content to see 
How beautiful man's life may be I 

" O, more than thrice-blest relic, more 
Than solemn rite or sacred lore, 
The holy life of one who trod 
The foot-marks of the Christ of God 1 

" Amidst a blinded world he saw 

The oneness of the Dual law ; 

That Heaven's sweet peace on Earth began, 

And God was loved through love of man. 

" He lived the Truth which reconciled 
The strong man Beaaon, Faith the child: 
In him belief and act were onei 
The homilies of daty dime 1" 
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So speaking, tlirougli the twilight gray 
The two old pilaruns went their way. 
What seeda of lile that day were sown, 
The heavenly watchers knew alone. 

Tuas passed, and Autumn came to fold 
Green Summer in her hrown and gold : 
Time passed, and Winter's t«ars of snow- 
Dropped on the grave-mound of Eouasean 

" The tree remmneth where it fell. 
The if^ned on earth ia pained in hell I " 
So priestcraft from ila altars cursed 
The mournful doubts its falsehood narsed. 

Ah ! ■well of old the Psalmist prayed, 
" Thy hand, not man's, on me be laid 1 " 
Earth frowns below, Heaven weeps above. 
And man ia hate, but God ia love I 

Ko Hermits now the wanderer sees, 
Bor chapel with its chestnut-trei 



Yet lives the lesson of that day ; 
And from its twilight cool and gray 
Comes up a low, sad whisper : — " Make 
The truth thine own, for truth's own sake. 

" Why w^t to see in thy brief span 
Its perfect flower and fruit in man ? 
No swntly touch can save ; no balm 
Of healing hath the martyr's pahn. 

" Midat soulless forms, and false pretence 
Of spiritual pride and pampered sense, 
A voice saith, ' What is that to thee ? 
Be true thyself, and follow Me I * 
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"In days when throne and altar heard 
The waaton's wish, the bigot's word, 
And pomp of state and ritual show 
Scarce hid the loathsome death below,-^ 

" Midst fawning priesta and courtiera foul, 
The losel swarm of crown and cowl, 
Whilfi-robed walked Francois Fenelon, 
Stainless as Uriel in the sun I 

" Tet in his time the stake blazed red, 
The poor were eaten up like bread; 
Men knew bim not : bis garment's hem 
No healing virtue bad for them. 



The white eymar gleams far behind, 
Bevealed in outline vague, sublime. 
Through telescopic mists of time 1 

" Trust not in man with pasang breath. 
But in the Lord, old Scripture saith ; 
The Imth winch saves thon raay'st not blend 
With false professor, faithless friend. 

" Search thine own heart What paineth thoa 
In others in thvself may be ; 
All dust is ir£u!, all flesh is weak ; 
Be thou the true man thou dost seek I 

" Where now with pmn thou treadest, trod 
The whitest of the saints of God 1 
To show thee where their feet were set, 
The light which Ifid (hem ahineth yet. 

" The footprints of the life divine, 
Which marked their path, remain in thine ; 
And that great Life, transfused in theij^ 
Awaits thy faith, thy love, thy prayers 1 " 
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A leeaon irhlcli I well may heed, 
A word of fitness to my need; 
So from that twilight cool and gray 
Sdll saitli a voice, or seems to sar. 



We rose, and slowly homeward turned, 
"WMIe down the west the sunset burned; 
And, in its light, hill, wood, and tide. 
And human forma, seemed glorified. 

The Tillage homes transfigured stood. 
And purple bluffs, whose belting wood 
Across the waters leaned to hold 
The yellow leaves like lamps of gold. 

Then spake my friend : — " Thy words are tnw 
Forever old, forever new, 
These home-seen splendors are the same 
Which over Eden's sunsets came. 

" To fliese bowed heavens let wood and hill 
Lift voiceless praise and anthems stillj 
Fall, warm with blessing, over them. 
Light of the New Jerusalem 1 

" Flow on, sweet river, like the stream 
Of John's Apocalyptic dream 1 
This mapled ridge shall Horeb be. 
Yon green-banked lake our Galilee I 

" Henceforth my heart shall sigh no m(»tt 
For olden time and holier shore ; 
God's love and blessing, then and there. 
Are now and here and evervwhere." 
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QUESTIONS OF LIFE. 

Arn> thA angel that waa mat onto me, whose namo w« Uriel, 
gITe me an anHwer, anil witl, 

" Thv beirt hath gona too Ihr in this "orld, snd thlnksat thoo 
h) oomprehand the m.y of the Most Uigh ? " 

Tb™ Bald he nolo DO, " On th; way, weigh me thewfjght at 

the daj that ia pMt "—3 Ei'lms, ehap. It. 

A BESDING Staff I wonld not breat, 
A feeble f^th I would not shake, 
Nor even rashly pluek away 
The error which some truth mav stay. 
Whose loss might leave the soul without 
A shield gainst the shafts of doubt. 

And yet, at limes, when over all 

A darker mystery aeern* to "all, 

Qis,y God foraive the ohild of dust. 

Who seeks to know, wh ,re Faith ^ould Irml f) 

I raise the questions, old and dark, 

Of TJzdora's tempted patriarch. 

And, speech-confounded, build again 

The baffled tower of Shinar's plain. 

I am : how little more I know t 
Whence came I ? Whither do I go ? 
A centred self, which feela and is ; 
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A eiy between the silences ; 
A shadow-birtli of cloui^a at strife 
With srunshioe on the hills of life | 
A shaft from Nature's quiver cast 
Into the Future from the Past ; 
Between the cradle and the shrond, 
A meteor's flight from cloud to cloud. 

Thorough the vastness, archins all, 

I aee the great stars rise and ffll. 

The rounding seasons come and go, 

The tided oceana ebb and flow ; 

The tokens of a central force. 

Whose circles, in their widening course, 

O'erlap and move the universe ; 

The workings of the law wheaco springs 

The rhythmic harmony of things. 

Which shapes in earth the darkling spar, 

And orbs in heaven the morning star. 

Of all I see, in earth and sky, — 

Star, flower, beast, bird, — what part have I ? 

This conscious life,— is it the same 

Which thrills the universal frame, 

Whereby the caverned crystal shoots, 

And mounts the sap from forest roots, 

Whereby the exiled wood-bird tells 

When Spring makes green her native della ? 

How feels the stone the pang of birth, 

Which brings its spaikhng prism forth ? 

The forest-tree the throb which gives 

The life-blood to its new-born leaves? 

Do bird and blossom feel, like me. 

Life's many-folded mystery, — 

The wonder which it is to be ? 

Or stand I severed and distinct. 

From Nature's chain of life unlinked ? 

Allied to all, yet not the less 



Alone o'erburdfined with a sense 
Of life, and cause, and consequence 7 
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In viun to me the Sphinx propounds 
Tho riddle of her sights and sounds ; 
Baok still the vaulted mystery pve» 
The echoed question it receives. 
\\1iat sings tfie brook ? IVhat oraele 
Is in the pine-tree's oraan swell? 
^Vhat may the mnd's low burden be ? 
The meaning of the moaning sea? 
The hiero"lyphie3 of the stars ? 
Or cloudeu sunset's crimson bars ? 



1 turn from Nature unto men, 

1 ask the stylus and the pen ; 

"What sang the bards of old ? What meant 

The prophets of the Orient ? 

The roils of buried Egypt, hid 

In painted tomb and pyramid ? 

What mean Iddmea's arrowy lines. 

Or dusk Elora's monstrous signs ? 

How speaks the primal thought of man 

From the grim carvings of Copan ? 

Where rests the secret ? Where the keji 

Of the old death-bolted mysteries ? 



The great enigma still unguessed, 

Unanswered tTie eternal quest; 

I gather up the scattered rays 

Of wisdom in the early days, 

Faint gleams and broken, like the light 

Of meteors in a northern night. 

Betraying to the darkling earth 

The unseen sun which gave them birlli ■ 

1 listen to the shjVs chant, 

The voice of priest and hierophant; 

I kiLow what Indian Kreeshna s^th, 
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And what of life anil what of death 
The demon taugbt to Socrates ; 
And what, beneath his garden-treea 
Slow pacing, with a dream-like tread, 
The Bolemn-thoughted Plato said ; 
Nor lack I tokens, great or small, 
Of God's clear light in each and all, 
While holding with more dear regard 
The scroll of Hebrew seer and bard, 
The starry pages promise-lit 
With Christ's Evangel over-writ, 
Thy miracle of hfe and death, 
O,holy one of NazarethI 

On Aztec ruins, gray and lone, 

The circling serpent colls in stone, — 

Type of the endless and unknown i 

Whereof we seek the clue to find. 

With groping fingers of the blind I 

Forever sought, and never found, 

We trace that serpen t-gymbol round 

Our resting-place, onr starting bound I 

0, thriftlessness of dream and guess 1 

0, wisdom which is foolishness! 

Why idly seek from outward things 

The answer inward silence brings ; 

Whv stretch beyond our proper sphere 

And age, for that which lies so near ? 

Why climh the farnDff hills with p^n, 

A nearer view of heaven to gain ? 

In lowliest depths of bosky dells 

The hermit Contemplation dwells. 

A fountain's pine-hung slope his seat, 

And lotus-ttnned his silent feet. 

Whence, piercing heaven, with screenM ngb^ 

He sees at noon the stars, whose light 

Shall glorify the coming night. 

Here let me pause, my quest forego ; 
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Enougli for me to feel and know 
That he in whom the oaiise and en<l, 
The past and AiCure, meet and blend, — • 
Who, girt with hia immensities, 
Our vast and staivhuno system aeea, 
Small aa the clustered Pleiades, — 
Moves not alone the heavenly quires, 
But waves the spring-time's grassy spitea, 
Guards not archangel t>eet alone, 
But deigua to guide and keep my own ; 
^eaks not alone the words of fate 
Which worlds destroy, and worlds ereata, 
But whispers in my spirit's ear, 
In tones of love, or warning fear, 
A language none beside may hear- 
To Him, from wanderings long and wild, 
1 come, an over-wearied child. 
Id cool and shade his peace to Snd, 
Like dew-fall settling on my mind. 
Assured that all I know is best. 
And humbly trusting for the rest, 
I turn from Fancy's cloud-built scheme. 
Dark creed, and mournful eastern dream 
Of power, impersonal and cold. 
Controlling all, itself controlled. 
Maker and slave of iron laws, 
Alike the subject and the cause ; 
From vain philosophies, that try 
The seven-fold gates of mystery. 
And, baffled ever, babble still. 
Word-prodigal of fate and will ; 
Fi-om Nature, and her mockery. Art, 
And book and speech of men apart, 
To the still 10(11683 in ray heart ; 
With reverence waiting to behold 
His Avat^ of love untold. 
The Etem»! Bf.auty new and old! 
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THE PRISOKERS OF NAPLES. 

I HAVTi been thinking of the vidjius bound 

In Naples, dying for die lack of air 

And sunshine, in their close, damp cells of pEun, 

Where hope i» not, and innocence in vain 

Appeals against the torture and the chain 1 

Uufortunates! wlioae crime it was to share 

Our common love of freedom, and to dare, 

In its behalf, Romo'j harlot triple-crowned. 

And her base pander, the most, hateful thing 

■Who upon Christian or on P^an ground 

Makes yile the old heroic name of king. 

O, God most merciful ! Father just and kind I 

Whom man hath bound let thy right hand unbind. 

Or, if thy purpoaea of good behind 

Their ills he hidden, let the suiTerera find 

Strong consolations ; leave them not to doubt 

Thy providential care, nor ;ret without 

The hope which all thy attnbutes inspire, 

That not in vain the martyr's robe of fire 

Is worn, nor the sad prisoner's fretting chain ; 

Since all who suffer for thy truth send forth, 

Electrical, with every throb of pdn. 

Unquenchable sparks, thy own baptismal nun 

Of fire and spirit over aJI the earth, 

Making the dead in slavery live again. 

Let this great hope be with them, as they lie 

Shut from the light, the greenness, and me sky^— 



Pellico's faith, Foresti's strength to bear 
Tears of unutterable torment, stem and still. 
As the fhained Titan victor 'hrough his will I 
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THE PRISOXEKS OF KAPLES. 13! 

Comfort them with tJiy future ; let them see 
The day-dawn of Italian liberty; 
For that, with all good thiaga, is hid with Thee, 
And, perfect in thy thought, awaits its tinie to bo 1 

I, who have spoken for freedom at the cost 
Of some weak fHendships, or some paltry prize 
Of name orplaoe, and more than I have lost 
Have giuned in wider reach of sympathies. 
And free communion with the good and wise, — 
May God forbid that I should ever boast 
Such easy self-denial, or repine 
That the strong pulse of health no more is mice ; 
That, overworn at noonday, I must yield 
To other hands the gleaning of the field, — 
A dred on-looker through the day's decline. 
For blest beyond deserving atiU, and knowing 
That kindly Providence its care is showing 
In the withdrawal as in the bestowing. 
Scarcely I dare for more or less to pray. 
Beautiful yet for me this autumn day 
Melts on ita sunset bills ; and, far away. 
For me the Ocean lifts its solemn psalm, 
To me the pine-woods whisper ; and for me 
Yon river, winding through its vales of calm. 
By greenest banks, with asters purple-starred, 
Anu gentian bloom and golden-rod made gay. 
Flows down in silent gladness to the sea. 
Like a pure spirit to its groat reward I 

Nor lack I friends, long-fried and near and dear, 
Whose love is round me like this atmosphere, 
Warm, soft and golden. For such gifts to me 
What shall 1 render, my God, lo thee ? 
Let me not dwell upon my lighter share 
Of pain and ill that hmnan life must bear ; 
Save me from selfish pining ; let my heart. 
Drawn from itself in sympathy, forget 
The bitter longjngs of a viun regret, 
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The anguish of its own peculiar smart 
Remeaioering others, as.I have to-day, 
In their great sorrows, let me live alway 
Kot for myself alone, hut have a part, 
Such as a frail and erring spirit may. 
In love which la of Theo, and which indeed Thou 
arti 



MOLOCH m STATE STREET. 

Tae moon has set : while yet the dawn 

Breaks cold and gray, 
Between the midnight and Ihe mum 

Bear off your prey 1 

On, awift and still U- the conscious street 

Is panged and stirred ; 
Tread light 1— that fall of serried feet 

The dead have heard I 

The first drawn blood of Freedom's veins 

Gushed where ye Iread ; 
Lo I through the dusk fhe martyr-stains 

Blush darkly red 1 

Beneath the slowly waning stars 

And Tvhitening day. 
What stem and awful presence bars 

That sacred way ? 



With shame a. 
Come these from Plymouth's Pilgrim bark ? 
la lliat young Vane ? 

Who, dimly beckoning, speed ye on 
With mocking cheer ? 
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Lo I spectral Andros, Hutchinson, 



E 



For ready mart or favoring blast 

Through Moloch's fire 
Flesh of his flesh, unsparing, passed 

Tho Tyrian aire. 

Te make that ancient sacrifice 

Of Man to Gain, 
Your traffic thrives, where Freedom dies, 

Beneath the chain. 

Te sow to-day, j'our harvest Bcom 

And bate, is near; 
How, think ye freemen, mount(un-boni, 

The tale will hear ? 

Thank God I our mother State can yet 

Her fame retrieve ; 
To you and to your oliildren let 

The scandal cleave. 

Chain Hall and Pulpit, Court and Press, 

Make gods of gold ; 
Let honor, truth, and manliness. 

Like wares be sold. 

Tour hoards are great, your walls are stronj 

But Uod is just; 
The gilded chambers built by wrong 



What I know ye not the gains of Crima 

Are dust and dross ; 
Its ventures on the waves of time 

Foredoom'd to loss I 
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Uer inlaiiil Lilla, ber seaward plains, 



Nor wholly lost the fallen mart — 

Her olden blood 
Throu"h many a, free and generous heatt 

Still poura its flood. 



T511 a free people's foot is set 
On Slavery''' neok. 

Eren now, the peal of bell and gaa. 

And hills aftaoie, 
Tell of the first great triumph won 

In Freedom's name." 

The long night dies : the welcome gray 



THE PEACE OF EUROPE— 1853. 



The lying propliets of our day. 

Go lay to earth a listening ear ; 
The tramp of measured marches hear, — 
The rolling of the cannon's wheel, 
The shotted musket's murderous peal, 
Ihii night alarm, the sentry's call. 
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The quick-eared spy id hut and tall ! 
Prom Polar eea and tropic fen 
The djing-groans of exiled men I 
The bolted cell, the galtey's chains, 
The scaffold smoHn" with its stains ! 
Order — the hush of brooding slaves I 
Peace — in tbe dungeon-vauSs and gravea I 

O, Ksherl of the world-wide net, 

With meshes in all waters set, 

Whose fabled keys of heaven and hell 

Bolt hard the patriot's prison-cell. 

And open wide the banquet-hall, 

Where kings and prieats hold carnival ! 

Weak vassal tricked in royal guise, 

Boy Kaiser with thy lip of lies ; 

Base gambler for Napoleon's crown, 

Barnacle on his dead renown I 

Thou, Bourbon Neapolitan, 

Crowned scandal, loathed of God and man ; 

And thou, fell Spider of the North ! 

Stretching thy giant feelers forth. 

Within whose web the freedom diea 

Of nationfl eaten up like flies 1 

Speak, Prince and Ksuser, Priest and Czar ! 

If this be Peace, pray what is War? 

White Angel of the I^rd ! unmeet 
That soil accursed for thy pure feet. 
Never in Slavery's desert flows 
The fountain of thy charmed repose ; 
No tyrant's hand thy chaplet weaves 
Of Ulies and of olive-leavea; 
Not with the wicked shalt thou dwell, 
Thus sMth the Eternal Oracle ; 
Thy home is with the pure and free I 
Stem herald of thy better day, 
Before thee, to prepare thy way, 
Tbe Baptist Shade of Liberty, 
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flrav, aearred and hMiy-robed, must preet 
With bleeding feet the wilderness 1 
O ! tliat its voice might pierce the ear 
Of princes, trembling wbile they hear 
A cry as of the Hebrew seer ; 
Repentl God's kingdom draweth nearl 
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Dear friends, who read the world aright, 
And ia its common forms discern 

A beauty and a harmony 
The many never learn I 

Kindred in soul of him who found 
In simple flower and leaf and stone 

The impulse of the sweetest laj's 
Our Saxon tongue baa known, — 

Accept this record of a life 

Aj sweet and pure, aa calm and good, 
As a long day of blandest June 

In green field and in wood. 

How welcome tfl our ears, hjng pained 
By strife of sect and party noise, 

The brook-like murmur of hij song 
Of nature's simple joys 1 

The violet by its mossy stone. 

The primrose by the river's brim, 

And chance-sown daffodil, have found 
Immortal life through him. 
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The sunrise on liis breezy lake, 
The rosy tints his sunset brought, 

World-seen, aro gladdening aU the vales 
And mount^n -peaks of thought. 

of pride 
tndfaU; 

But that which shares the lite of God 
With Him surriveth all. 



Faib Nature's priestesses I to whom, 
In hieroglyph oTbud and bloom. 

Her mysteries are told ; 
Who, wise m lore of wood and mead, 
The seasons' pictured scrolls can read, 

In lessons manifold I 

Thanks for the courtesy, and gay 
Good humor, which on Washing Day 

Our ill-timed visit bore ; 
Thanks for your graceful oars, which broke 
The mominc^ dreams of Artichoke, 

Along lua wooded shore I 

Varied ss varying Nature's ways, 
Sprites of the riyer, woodland fays. 

Or mountain -nymphs, ye seem; 
Free-limbed Dianas on the green, 
Loch Katrine's Ellen, or Undine, 

Upon yonr favorite stream. 

The forms of which the poets told, 
I'he fair benignities of old. 
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Were doubtloas euch as you ; 
What more than Artichoke the rill 
Of Helicon ? Than Pipe-atave hill 

Arcadia's mountaJn-Tiew ? 

Ko sweeter bowers the bee delayed, 
In wild Hymettu3' scented shade, 

Than those you dwell among ; 
Snow-flowered azalias, intertwined 
With roses, over banks inclined 

With trembling hare-bella hang I 

A cbarmM life unknown to death, 
Immortal freshness Nature hath ; 

Her fabled fount and glen 
Are now and here r Dodona's shrine 
Sdll murmurs in the wind-swept pine,— 

All is that e'er hath been. 

The Beauty which old Greece or Kome 
Sung, painted, wrought, lies close at homfc 

We need but eye and ear 
In pH our daily walks to trace 
The outlines of incarnate grace. 

The hymns of gods to hear I 



Whisper of peace, and with the low winds mdke 
Such harmonies as keep the woods awake. 
And listening all night long for their sweet sake 
A green-waved slope of meadow, hoveioJ o'e» 
By angel-troops of lihea, swaying light 
On viewless stems, with folded wings of white ; 



BENBDIOITE. 146 

A elumberous fllret«h of mountain-land, far seen 
Wliere the low westering day, wltb gold and green. 
Purple and amber, softly bleudycl, fills 
The woodud valea, and melts among the halls; 
A vine-fringed river, winding to its rest 

On the calm bosom of a stormless sea, 
Bearing alike upon its placid breast, 
With earthly flowers and heavenly slars impreBsed, 

The hues of lime and ol' eternity : 

Such are the pictures which the thought of thee, 
friend, awakeneth.—charming the keen ptun 

Of thy departure, and our sense of loss 
Requiting with the fulness of thy gain. 

Lo I on the quiet grave thy hfe-borne cross, 
Dropped only at ils side, methinks doth shine. 
Of thy beatitude the radiant sign I 

No sob of grief, no wild lament, be there, 

To break the Sabbath of the holy air ; 

But, in their stead, the silent-breathing prayer 
Of hearts still waiting for a rest like thine. 
O spirit redeemed I Forgive as, if henceforth, 
AViui sweet and pure aimSitudes of earth, 

We keep thy pleasant .memory freshly green, 
Of love's inheritance a priceless part, 

"Which Fancy's self, in reverent awe, is seen 
To p^nt, forgetfiil of the tricks of art, 

With pencd dipped alone in colors of the heart 



BEHEDICITE. 

God's love and peace be with thee, where 
Boe'er this soft autumnal air 
Lifra the dark tresses of thy hair I 

Whether through city casements comes 
Its kiss to thee, in crowded rooms. 
Or, out among the woodland blooms, 
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It freshens o'er thj tlioughtfal face, 
Imparting, in its glad embrace, 
Beauty to beauty, grace to grace I 

Fair Nature's book (ogetber read, 

The old wood-paths that knew our tread, 

The maple shadows overhead, — 

The hills we climbed, the river seen 
By gleams along its deep ravine, — 
Ail keep thy memory iresh and green. 

Where'er I look, where'er I stray, 
Thy thought goes with me on my may, 
And hence the prayer I breathe to-day I 

O'er lapse of time and change of scene, 
The weary waste which lies tietween 
Thyself and me, my heart I lean. 

Thou lack'st not Friendship's spell-word, m 
The balf-nnconseious power to draw 
All hearts to thine by Love's sweet law. 

With these good gifts of God is cast 
Thy lot, and many a charm thou hast 
To hold the blessed angels fast 

If, then, a fervent wish for thee 

The gracious heavens will heed from me, 

What should, dear heart, its burden be ? 

The Bghing of a shaken reed — 
What can I more than meekly plead 
The greatness of our common need ? 

God's love — unchanging, pure, and true— 
The Paraclete white-shming through 
Hi a peace — the fall of Hevmon's dew 1 
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With such a prayer, on this sweet day, 
As ^ou may St hear and I may say, 
I greet thee, dearest, far away 1 



LioHT, warnitli, and sprouting greenneiss, and o'er 
all 
Blue, signless, steel-bright ether, r^oing down 
Tranquillity upon the deep-hushed town, 
The freshening meadows, and the hill-udcs 
brown; 
Voice of the west wind from the hills of pine, 
And the brimmed river from its distant fall, 
Irf>w hum of hees, and joyous interlude 
Of bird-songs in the BtreaaJet-skirting wood,— 
Heralds and prophecies of sound and sinht, 
Blessed forerunners of the warmth and ught. 
Attendant angels to the house of prayer, 

With reverent footsteps keeping pace wilh 

Once more, through God's great love, with you I 



Immortal Love upi 
From the dark night and winter of the tomb I 
Fiflt moiali, 2d, 18B3. 

■Whit* with its sun-bleached dust, the pathway 

Before me ; dust is on the shrunken grass. 
And on the trees beneath whose boughs I pass ; 
Fr^ screen against the Hunter of t£e sky. 
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Who, glaring on me with his lidless eye, 

While mounting mth ids dog-star higli and 

Ambushed in light intolerable, unbinds 

The burnished quiver of hia shafts of fire. 
Between me and the hot fields of his Souti 
A tremulous glow, aa fifm a fiimace-mouth. 
Glimmers and awims before mv dazzled aght, 

As if the burning arrows of his ire 
Broke as they fell, and shattered into Kght . 

Tet on my cheek I feel the Western wind, 
And hear it lulling to the orchard trees, 
And to Ibe fiunt and flower-forsaken bees, 
Tales of fair meadows, green with consCanl 

And mountains rising blue and cool behind, 

Where in moist di& the purple orchis gleams. 
And starred with white the virgin's bower is twined 
So the o'erwearied pilgrim, as be fares 

Along life's summer waste, at limes is fanned, 
Even at noontide, by the cool, sweet airs 

Of a serener and a holier land, 

Fresh as the mom, and as the dewfall bland. 
Breath of the bieasod Heaven for which we pray, 
flow &om the eternal bilb I — make glad our earUil] 



DEKNE." 

Night on the city of the Moor! 

On mosque and tomb, and white-walled eh 

On sea-waves, to whose ceaseless knock 

The narrow harbor-gates unlock, 

On corsair's galley, earack tall, 

And plundered Chnstiaa caraval ! 
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The sounds of Moslem life are still ; 
No mule-bell tinkles down the hill ; 
Stretched in the hroad court of the khan, 
The dusly Bomou caravan 
Lies heaped in slumher, beast and man ; 
The Sheik is dreaming in his tent, 
Hia noisy Arab tongue o'er-spent ; 
The kioSt's glimmering lights are gone, 
The merchant with hia wares withdrawn ; 
Boogh pillowed on some pirate breast. 
The dancing-girl has sunk to rest ; 
And, save where measured footsteps fall 
Alona; the Bashaw's guarded wall, 
Or where, like some oad dream, the Jew 
Creeps stealthily bis c^uartcr through. 
Or coants with fear his golden heaps, 
The City of the Corsair sleeps ! 

But where yon prison long and low 
Stands black against &s pale star-glow, 
Ch^ed by the ceaseless wash of waves, 
There watch and pine the Christian slaves^ 
Rough-bearded men, whose far-off wives 
Wear out with grief their lonely lives ; 
And youth, still flashing from his eyes 
The clear blue of New England skies, 
A treasured lock of whose soft hair 
Now wakes some sorrowing mother's prayer ; 
Or, worn upon some nuuden breast, 
Stiia with the loving heart's nnrest I 

A bitter cup each life must dram. 
The g\)aning earth is cursed with pMU, 
And, like the scroll the angel bore 
The shuddering Hebrew seer before, 
O'erwrit alike, iritbout, within. 
With all the woes which follow sin ; 
But, bitterest of the ills beneath 
Whose load man totters down to death, 



Is tliat which plucks the regal crown 
Of Freedom from his forehead down, 
Aod snatches from his powerlees hand 
The sceptred aim of self-command, 
ESacing with the chain and rod 
The image and the seal of tiod ; 
TiU. from his nature, day by day, 
The manly virtues fall away, 
And leave-him naked, blind and mute, 
The godlike merging in the brute 1 

Why mourn the quiet ones who die 
Beneath affection a tender eye, 
Unto their household and their kin 
Like ripened corn-sheaves gathered in ? 
O weeper, from that tranqmi sod, 
That holy harvest-home of God, 
Turn to the quick and suffering, — shed 
Thy tears upon the living dead 1 
Thank God above thy dear ones' graves. 
They sleep with Him, — iJiey are not slaves 

What dark mass, down the mountaln-diles 
Swift-pouring, like a stream divides ? — 
A long, loose, Btra™ling caravan. 
Camel and horse and arm^d man. 
The moon's low crescent, glimmering o'er 
Its grave of waters to the shore. 
Lights up that mountain cavalcade. 
And glints from gun and spear and blade 
Near and more near l-^now o'er them Jallt 
The shadow of the city walla. 
Hark to the sentry's challenge, drowned 
In the fierce trumpet's chaining sound 1 — 
The rush of men, the musket's peal, 
The short, sharp clang of meeting steel I 
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Not to the awifl nor to the strong 
The battles of the right holong ; 
For ho who strikes for Freedom weans 
The armor of the captive's prayers, 
And Nature proffers to his cause 
The strength of her eternal laws ; 
While he whose arm essays to bind 
And herd with common brutes his kind 
Strives everaiore at fearful odds 
With Natare and the jealous gods, 
And dares the dread recoil which late 
Or soon their right shall vindicate. 

'Tis done,— the homed crescent falls I 
The star-flag flouts the broken w^ls I 



In sullen wrath the conquered Moor 
Wide open flings your dungeon-door, 
And leaves ye free from cell and chEun, 
The owners of yourselves again. 
Dark as his allies deseri^boru. 
Soiled with the battle's stidn, and worn 
With the long marches of his band 
Throngh hottest wastes of rock and sand,— 
Scorched by the sun and furnace-breath 
Of the red desert's wind of death, 
With welcome words and grasping hands. 
The vicWr and deliverer stands 1 

Th6 tale is one of distant skies; 
The dust of half a century lies 
Upon it ; yet its hero's name 
Still lingers on the lips of Fame. 
Men speak the praise of him who gave 
Deliverance to the Moorman's slave, 
Yet dare to brand with shame and crima 
The heroes of our land and time, — 
The self-forgetful ones, who stake 



..Coot^lc 



I MieCELLAMEOIFS. 

Home, name and life, for Freedom's sak« 

God mend hia heart who cannot feel 

The impulse of a bol^ zeal. 

And sees not, with his sordid eyes, 

The beauty of self-sacrifice 1 

Thouirh in the sacred place he standi 

Uplimn^ consecrated hands, 

Unworthy are his lips to tell 

Of Jesna' martyr-miracle, 

Or name aright that dread embrace 

Of Bnffering for a fallen race 1 



et down from bta Kolden oh 



O, POET rare and old 1 
Thy words are prophecies ; 

Forward the age of fjold. 
The new Satumiau lies. 

The universal prayer 

And hope are not in vain ; 

Kae, brothers 1 and prepare 
The way for Saturn's reign. 

Ferisb shall all which takes 
From labor's board and can ; 

Perish shall all which makes 
A spaniel of (he man I 
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Broken all chains that Und 



Just men no longer pine 
Behind their prison-bars ; 

Through the rent dungeon slune 
The free sun and the stars. 

Earth own, at last, untrod 
By sect, or caste, or clan, 

The fatherhood of God, 
The brotherhood of man I 

Fraud fail, craft perish, forth 
The money-changers driven, 

And God's will done on earth, 
As now in heaven I 



INVOCATION. 



Deaf to thy heaven's sweet muac, blind 
To the great lights which o'er it shined ; 
No sound, no ray, no warmth, no breath,— 
A dumb despair, a wandering death. 

To that dark, weltering horror came 
Thy spirit, like a subtle flame, — 
A breath of life electrical. 
Awakening and transforming all, 
Till beat and thrilled In every part 
The pulses of a living heart. 
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From flower to moth, from beast to man, 
The quick creative impulse ran; 
And earth, with life from thee renewed, 
Was in thy holy eyesight good. 

As lost and void, as dark and cold 
And formless as that earth of old, — 
A wandering waste of storm and night, 
Midst spheres of song and realms of light, — 
A blot upon thy holy sky, 
Untouched, unwarned of thee, am I. 

O thou who movest on the deep 
Of spirits, wake my own from sleep ! 
Its darkness melt, its coldness warm, 
The lost restore, the ill transform. 
That flower and fruit henceforth may be 
Its grateful ottering, worthy thee. 



TUB CROSS. 



" The cross, if rightly borne, shall be 
No burden, but support to thee ; " * 
So, moTcd of old time for our sake, 
The holy monk of Kempen spake. 

Thou brave and true one 1 upon whom 
Was laid the cross of martyrdom, 
How didst thou, in thy generous youth, 
Bear witness to this blessed truth ! 

Thy cross of suffering and of shame 
A staff within thy hands became, 



tKempU. ImLt Ch^t. 
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In paths where faith alone coald see 
The Master's steps supporting Aee. 

Thine was the seed-time ; God alone 
Beholds the end of what is sown ; 
Beyond our vision, weak and dim. 
The harvest-time is hid with Him. 

Yet, nnfoi^tten where it lies, 
That seed of generous sacrifice. 
Though seenung on the desert cast, 
Shall rise with bloom and fruit at last. 



Dry the tears for holy Eva, 
With the blessed angela leave her ; 
Of the form so soft and fair 
Give to earth the tender uare. 



Flowery pillow of n _ 
Orange-bloom and budding rose. 

In the better home of Eva 
Let the shining ones receive her, 
With the welcome-voiced psalm. 
Harp of gold and waving palm I 

All is light and peace with Eva; 
There the darkness cometh never; 
Tears are wiped, and fetters fall. 
And the Lord is aU in all. 

Weep no more for happy Eva, 
Wrong and sin no more shall griev 
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Gentle Eva, losing Eva, 
Child confessor, true believer, 
Listener at the Master's knee, 
" Suffer such to come to me." 

O, for f^th like thine, sweet Eva, 
Lighting all the solemn river. 
And the blesangs of the poor 
Wafting to the heavenly shore 1 



TO FREDRIKA BBEMER." 

Sekhess of the misty Norland, 
Daughter of the Vikings hold, 

Welcome to the sunny Vineland, 
Which thy fethers sought of old I 

Soft as flow of Silja's waters. 

When the moon of summer shines, 

Strong as Winter from hia mountains 
Roaring through the sleeted pines. 

Heart and ear, we long have listened 



By the manaon's marble mantel, 
Bound the log-walled cabin's hearth, 

Thy sweet thoughts and northern fancie* 
Meet and mingle with our mirtL 



We alone to thee are strangers, 
Thou our friend and teacner art ; 

Come, and know ua as we know thee ; 
Let us meet thee heart to heard 

To our homeEi and household altars 
We, in turn, tiiy steps would lead, 

As thy loving hand baa led ua 
O'er tiie threshold of the Swede. 



TTii the noon of the spring-time, yet never a bird 
In the wind-shafcen elm op the maple is heard ; 
for green meadow^assea wide levels of enow. 
And blowinj; of dnfta where tie crocua should 

Where wind-flower and violet, amber and white, 
On Bouth-slopiug brook-sidea should smile in the 

light. 
O'er the cold winter-beds of their lale-waking roots 
The frosty tiake eddies, the tee-crystal shoots; 
And, longing for light, under wind-driven heaps, 
Eound the boles of the pine-wood the ground-lanrel 

Unkiaaed of the sunshine, onbaptized of ahowera, 
With buds scarcely sweUed, which should burst 

into flowers 1 
We w^t for thy comma, sweet wind of the south I 
For the touch of thj Eght winga, the kiss of Iby 

moith ; 
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For the yearly evangel thou bearest from God, 
BeeurrectioD and life to the graves of the sod 1 
Up our long river-valley, for days, have not ceased 
The wail and the shriek of the titter northeast, — 
Raw and chill, aa if winnoned through ices and 

All the way from the land of the wild Esquimau, — 
Until all our dreams of the land of die West, 
Like that red hunter's, turn to the sunny southwest 
O, floul of the spring-time, its light and ita breath, 
Bring warmth to this coldness, bring life to thu 

death ; 
Benew the great miracle ; let us behold 
He stone from the mouth of the sepulchre rolled, 
And Nature, like Lazarus, rise, as of old I 
Let our f^th, which in darkness and coldness ha* 

Revive with the warmth and the brightness ag^n, 
And in blooming of flower and budding of tree 
The sjTuboIs and t^ts of our destiny see ; 
He hfe of the spnng-time, the life of the whole, 
And aa sun to the sleeping earth love to the booI I 
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Thb evil days have come, — th 

Are made a prey ; 

Bar up the hospitable door, 

Put out the fire-lights, point m 

The wanderer's way. 

For Pity now is crime ; the eh 

Which binds our States 
Is melted at her hearth in twai 
Is rusted by her tears' soft rain 
Close up her gates. 
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Our Union, like a glacier stirred 

By voice below, 
Or bell of kine, or wing of bird, 
A beggar's crust, a kindly word 

May OTcrtlirow I 

Poor, whispering tremblers 1 — yet we boast 

Our olood and name ; 
Bursting its century-boiled frost, 
Each gray c^m on the Northman's coast 

Cnes out for shame 1 

for (he open finnament, 

The prairie free. 
The desert hillside, cavern-rent, 
The Pawnee's lodge, the Arab's tent, 

The Bushman's tree I 

Than web of Persian loom most rarO) 

Or soft divaa. 
Better the rough rock, bleak and bare, 
Or hollow tree, which man may share 

With si" ■ 



1 hear a voice : " Thus saith the Law, 

Let Love be dumb ; 
Clasping her liberal hands in awe, 
Let Bweet-lipped Charity withdraw 

From hearth and home." 

i hear another voice ; " The poor 

Are thine to feed ; 
Turn not the outcast from thy door, 
Nor give to bonds and wrong once more 

Whom God hath freed." 

Dear Lord 1 between that law and thee 

Ko choice remains ; 
Tet not untrue to man's decree. 
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Thojigh spTirning its rewards, ia be 
Who hears its pains. 

Not mine Sedition'a trumpet-blast 

And lireateuinff word; 
I read tlie lesson of the Fast, 
That lirm endurance wina at last 

More than the sword. 

O, clear-ej'ed Faith, and Patience, thou 

So calm and strong I 
Lend strength to wealcness, teach ns how 
The sleepless eyes of God look through 

Tliis night of wrong 1 



A SABBATH SCENE. 

Scarce had the solemn Sahbath-bell 
Ceased quivering in the fiteeple. 

Scarce had the parson to his desk 
Walked stately through his people, 

When down the summer shaded street 

A wasted female figure, 
With dusky brovr and naked feet, 

■Came rushing wild and eager. 

She saw the white spire through the trecfc 
She heard the sweet hymn swelling 

0, pitying Christ I a refuge give 
That poor one in thy dwelling I 

Like a seared fawn before the hounds, 

Right up the ajsle she glided, 
WhiS close behind her, whip in hand, 

A lank-baired hunter strided. 
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A SABBATH SCEBB. ISI 

She raised a teen and bitter cry, 
To Heaven and Earth appealing ; — 

Were manhood's generous pulses dead ? 
Had woman'a heart no feeling ? 

A fioore of stout hands rose between 

The hunter and the Hying ; 
Age clenehed his staff, and m^den eyes 

Flashed tearful, yet defying. 

" Who dares profane this house and day ? " 

Cried out the angry pastor. 
" Why, bless your soul, the wench's a slave, 

And I'm her lord and master I 



Down eame the parson, bowing low, 
"My good sir, pray excuse me I 

" Of course 1 know your right divine 
To own and work and whip her ; 

Quick, deacon, throw that Polyglott 
Before the wench, and trip her I " 

Plump dropped the holy tomp, and o'er 

Its sacred pages stumbling. 
Bound hand and foot, a slave once more 

The hapless wretch lay trembling, 

I saw the parson tie the knots. 
The while his flock addressing, 

The Scriptural claims of slavery 
With text on text impressing. 

"Although," s^d he, " on Sabbath day, 

All secular occupations 
Are deadly sins, we must fulfil 

Our moral obligations: 
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"And this commends itself as one 
To ever/ conscience tender; 

Aa Paul sent tack Onesimus, 

My Christian friends, we send her ! " 

Shriek rose on shriek, — the Sabbath Bit 
Her wjld cries tore asunder ; 

1 listened, with hushed breath, to hear 
God answering with his thunder I 

All still I — the very altar's cloth 

Had smothered down ber shrieking. 

And, dumb, she turned from face to iac4 
For human pity seeting I 

I saw her dragged along the aisle. 
Her shackles harshly clanking ; 

I heard the parson, over all. 
The Lord devoutly thanking I 

My brain look fire : " Is this," 1 cried, 
" The end of prayer and preaching ? 

Then down with pulpit, down with priea^ 
And ^ve ua Nature's teaching 1 

" Foul shame,and scorn be on ye all 

Who turn the eood to evil, 
And steal the Bible from the Lord, 

To give it lo the Devil I 

" Than garbled text or parchment law 

I own a statute higher ; 
And God is true, though every book 

And every man's a har 1 " 

Just then I felt the deacon's hand 
In wrath my coat-tail seize on ; 

I heard the priest cry " Infidel I " 
The lawyer mutter " Treason 1" 
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ItEMKUliKANCE. 

1 atarted up, — where uow were oliun'h, 
Slave, master, priest and people ? 

I only heard the supper-bell, 
Inslfiad of clanging steeple. 

But, on the open window's sill, 

O'er which the white blooms drifted, 

The pa^es of a good old Book 
The wind of summer hfted. 

And flower and vine, like angel wingg 

Around the Holy Mother, 
Waved softly there, as if God's truth 

And Mercy kissed each other. 

And freely from the cherry-hough 
Above the casement swinging, 

With golden bosom lo the sun. 
The oriole was singjng. 

As bird and flower made pl^n of dd 

The lesson of the Teacher, 
So now 1 heard the written Word 

Interpreted by Nature I 



i Lord ; Break eveky 

VT BUHDEN 1 



REMEMBRANCE. 



Friesd of mine I whose lot was cast 
With me in the distant past, — 
WhSre, like shadows flitting fast, 
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Fact and fancy, thouglit and tbeme, 
Word and work, be^'in to seem 
Like a half-remembered dream I 

Touched by change have all things been. 
Yet I think of thee as when 
We had speech of lip and pen. 

For the calm thy kindness lent 
To a path of discontent, 
Hough with trial and dissent ; 

Gentle words where such were few. 
Softening blame where blame was true, 
Praising where small praise was due ; 

For a waking dream made good. 

For an ideal understood, 

For thy Christian womanhood ; 

For thy marvellous gift to culi 
From our common hfe and dull 
Whatsoe'er ia beautiful ; 

Thoughts and fanciea, Hyhla's bees 
Dropping sweetness ; true heart's ease 
Of congenial sympathies ; — 

Still for these I own my debt ; 
Memory, with her eyelids wet, 
Fain woobi thank thee even yotl 

And as one who scatters flowers 
Wliere the Queen of May's sweet hours 
Sits, o'ertwined with blossomed bowers, 

In superfluous zeal bestowing 
Gifts where gifts are overflowing, 
So I pay the debt I'm owing. 
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To thy full thoughts, gay or sad, 
Suuny-hued or sober clad, 
Something of my own I add ; 

Well assured that thoa ■wilt take 
Even the offering which I make 
Kindly for the giver's sake. 



'CHE POOK VOTER ON ELECTION DAY 

The proudest now is but my peer, 

The highest not more high ; 
To-day, of all the weary year, 

A king of men am I. 
To-day, alike are great and small, 

The nameless and the known ; 



Who serves to^Iay upon the list 

Beside the served shall stand ; 
Alike the brown and wrinkled fist. 

The gloved and dainty hand I 
The rich is level with the poor. 

The weak is strong to-day ; 
And sleekest broadcloth counts no mora 

Than homespun frock of gray. 

To-day let pomp and vain pretence 

My stubborn right abide; 
I set a plain man's common sense 

Ag^nst the pedant's pride. 
To-day shall simple manhood dy 

The strength of gold and land; 
The wide world has not wealth to haj 

The power in my right hand! 
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IVhile there's a grief to seek redress, 

Or balance to adjust 
Where weiglis our living manhood less 

Than Majmnon's vilest dust,— 
While there's a right to need my vote, 

A wrong to sweep away, 
Up I clouted knee and rajged coat I 

A man's a man to-day I 



TRUST. 

The same old baffling questions I 0, my (Hend 
I cannot answer ihem. In vain I send 
My soul into the dark, where never horn 

The lamps of science, nor the natural light 
Of Reason s sun and stars 1 I cannot learn 
Their great and solemn meanings, nor discern 
The awful secrets of the eyes wEch turn 

Evermore on as through the day and night 

With silent challenge and a dumb demand. 
Proffering the riddles of the dread unknown. 
Like the calm Sphinxes, with their eves of stone, 

Questioning the centuiies from their veils of 

I have no answer for mj-self or thee, 

Save that I learned beside my mother's knee ; 

"All is of God that is, and is to be ; 
And God is nood." Let this suffice us still, 
Resting in child-like trust upon his will. 

Who moves to his great ends nnthwarted by the lU 
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KATHLEEN.is 

NOKAH, lay your basket down, 

And rest your weary haDd, 
And come and hear me sing a song 

Of our old Ireland. 

There was a lord of Galaway, 

A miglit lord was he ; 
And he did wed a second irife, 

A maid of low degree. 

But he was old, and she was young, 

And so, in evil spite, 
Slie baked the blatik bread for his kin. 

And fed hor own with white. 

She whipped fhe maids and starved the kern. 

And droye away the poor ; 
"Ah, woe is me I" the old lord s^d, 

" I rue my bargain sore I " 

This lord he had a daughter fair, 



•'As sweet and good is young SatUeen 

As Eve before her fall ; " 
So sang the harper at the fair, 

So harped he in the hall. 

" 0, come to me, my daughter dear 1 

Come sit upon my knee, 
For looking in your face, Kathleen, 

Your mother's own I see 1 " 
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He smoothed and smoothed her hair awaj, 

He kissed her forehead fair ; 
" It 13 my darling Jlary'a brow, 

It is ray darling's h£ur I ' 



O, then spake up the angry dame, 

" Get up, get up," quoth she, 
" I'll sell ye over Ireland, 



She clipped her gloasy hair away, 
That none her rank might know, 

She took away her gown of alk, 
And gave her one of tow. 

And sent her down to Limerick town 

And to a seaman sold 
This daughter of an Irish lord 

For ten good pounds in gold. 

The lord he smote upon his breast. 
And (ore bis beard so gray ; 

But he was old, and she was young. 
And so she had her way. 



With funeral torches c; 

She watched them glancing through the trae% 

And glimmering down tlio hill ; 
They crept before the dead-vault door, 

And there they all stood stiU I 

" Get up, old man t the wake-lights shine ! " 
" Ye murthering witch," quoth he, 

" So I'm rid of your tongue, I Utile care 
If they shine for you or me." 



EATRLEBN. 1 

" O, whoso brings my daughter back. 
My gold and land shall have ! " 

O, then spake up his handsome page, 
" No gold nor land I crave 1 

" But ^ve to me your daughter desir, 

Give sweet Kathleen to me, 
Be she on sea or be she on land, 

I'll bring her back to thee." 

" My daughter is a lady born, 

And you of low degree, 
But she shall be your bride the day 

You bring her back to me." 

He sailed East, he sailed West, 

And far and long sfdled he. 
Until he came to Boston town. 

Across the great salt sea. 

" 0, have ye seen the young Kathle«n. 

The flower of Ireland ? 
Tell know her by her eyes so blue. 

And by her snow-white hand 1 " 

Out spake an ancient man, " I know 

The maiden whom ye mean ; 
I bought her of a Limerick man. 

And she is called Kathleen. 

" No skill haih she in household work, 

Her hands are soft and white, 
Yet well by loving looks and ways 

She doth her cost requite." 

Bo up they walked through Boston town. 

And met a mcuden fair, 
A little basket on her arm 

So snovpy-white and bare. 
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" Come bitlier child, and say hast thou 
This young man ever seen ? " 

They wept within each other's arms. 
The page and young Kathleen. 

" O, give to me this darling child, 
And take my purse of gold." 

" Nay, not by me," her master said, 
" Shall sweet Kathleen be sold. 

" We loved her in the place of one 

The Lord hath early ta'en ; 
But, since her heart's in Ireland, 

We gjve her back ^^n I " 

0, for that same the saints in heaven 

For hia poor aoul shall pray, 
And Mary Mother wash mth teaia 

His beredes away. 

Snre now they dwell in Ireland, 

Aa you go up Claremore 
Te'l! see their castle looking down 

The pleasant Galway shore. 

And the old lord's wife is dead and gone, 

And a happy man is he, 
For he sits beside his own Kathleen, 

With her darling on his knee. 



FIRST-DAY THOUGHTS. 

Ll calm and cool and silence, once again 
I find mj- old accustomed place among 
My brethren, where, perchance, no humai 



„i;oi,gic 



Shall utter words ; where neser hytan Is eung, 
Nor deep-toned organ blown, nor cenaer swungi 
Nor dim light falling through the pictured pane I 
There, syllabled by ailence, let me hear 
The atill small voice which reached the prbphet'i 

Bead in my heart a still diviner law 
Than Israel's leader on his tables saw I 
There let me strive with each besetting wn, 

Recall my wandering fancies, and restrain 

The sore disquiet of a restless br^n ; 

And, as the path of duty is made plain. 
May grace be given that i may walk therein, 

Not like the hireling, for his selfish giun, 
With backward glances and reluctant tread, 
Making a merit of his coward dread, — 

But, cheerful, in the light around me ttrowD, 

Walking as one to pleasant service led ; 

Doing God's will aa if it were my own, 
ITet trusting not in mine, but in his strength alono 1 



Type of two mighty continents! — combining 

The strength of Europe with the warmm and 
glow 
Of Asian song and prophecy, — the shining 

Of Orient splendors over Northern snow! 
Who shall receive him? Who, unblushing, apeak 
Welcome to him, who, while he strove to break 
The Austrian yoke from Magyar necks, smote off 
At the same blow the fetters of the serf, — 
Bearing the altar of his Father-land 

On the firm base of freedom, and thereby 
Liftins to Heaven a patriot's stainless hand. 

Mocked not the God of Justice with a lie I 

Cougic 



Wlio aliall be Freedom's moutli-piete ? IVho shall 

give 
Her welcoming cheer to the great fugitive ? 
Not he who, aS her sacred trusts hetravin^, 

la scourging back to slaverj'a hell of pain 

The swarthy Kossutha of our land again ! 
Not he whose utterance now from lips aesigned 
The bugle-march of Liberty to wind, 
And call her hosta beneath the breaking light, — 
The keen reveille of her mom of fight, — 

lebut the hoarse note of the bloofibound's baying, 
The wolf's long howl behind the bondman's flight! 
for the tongue of him who lies at rest 

In Quincy's shade of patrimonial trees, — 
Last of the Puritan tribunes and the beat, — 

To lend a voice to Freedom's sympathies, 
And hail the coming of the noblest guest 
The Old World's wrong has given Oie New World 
of the West I 



TO MY OLD SCHOOLMASTER. 



Old friend, kind friend 1 lightly down 
Drop time's snow-Rakes on thy crown ' 
Never be thy shadow less, 



Wrinkle in the miser's brow, 
Deepen envy's spiteful frown. 
Draw the mouths of bigots down, 
Plague ambition's dream, and sit 
Heavy on the hypocrite. 
Haunt tiie rich man's door, and rid 
In the gilded coach of pride ) — 
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Find to do witb such a; 
Seldom comes that evil guest 
Where the conscience lies at rest, 
And brown health and quiet wit 
Ijmilitig on the threshold sit. 

I, the urchin unto whom, 
In that smoked and diugy room, 
Where the district gave thee rule 
O'er its ragged winter school, 
Thou didst teaeh the mysteries 
Of those weary A B C'b, — 
Where, to fill the every pause 
Of thy wise and learned saws, 
Through the cracked and crazy wall 
Came Uie cradle-rock and squall. 
And the goodman's voice, at strife 
With his shrill and tipsy wife, — 
Luring us by stories- old, 
■With a comic unction told. 
More than by the eloquence 
Of terse birchen arguments 
(Doubtful gain, I fear), to look 
With complacence on a book 1 — 
Where the genial pedagogue 
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o apologue. 

Wise and merry in its drift 
As old Ph£edru9' twofold gift, 
Had the little rebels known it, 
Risum el pTwlenliani monei 1 
I, — tie man of middle years, 
In whose sable locks appears 
Many a warning fleck of gray,— 
Looking back to that far day, 
And thy primal lesdons, feel 
Gratefid smiles my lips unseal. 
As, remembering thee. I blend 
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Oldea teacticr, presoot fKend, 
Wise with antiqviarian Bearch, 
In the acrolla of slate and church; 
Najned on history's title-page. 
Parish-clerk and justice eage ; 
For the ferule's wholesome awe 
Wielding now. the sword of law. 

Threshing Time's neglected sheaves, 
Gathering up the scattered leaves 
Which the wrinkled aibj-i cast 
Carelesa from her as she passed, — 
Twofold citizen art thou, 
Freeman of the past and now. 
He who bore thy name of old 
Midway in the heavens did hold 
Over Gibeon moon and sun ; 
Thou hiBt hidden them backward nin| 
Of to-day the present ray 
Flinging over yesterday ! 

Let the busy ones deride 
Wlat I deem of right thy pride ; 
Let the fools their tread-mills grind, 
Look not forward nor hehind, 
Shuffle in and wriggle out, 
Veer with every breeze about. 
Turning like a windmill sail, 
Or a dog that seeks his tail ; 
Let them lau^h to see thee iaat 
Tabemaelcd in the Past, 
Working out with eye and hp, 
Kddles of old penmanship, 
Patient as Belzoni there 
Sorting out, with loving care, 
Mummies of dead questions stripped 
From their seven-fold manuscript 1 

Dabbling, in their noisy way, 
In the puddle:* of to-day, 
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Little know they cpf that vast 

Solemn oi;ean of the past, 

On whose mai^n, wrock-bespread. 

Thou art walking with the (load, 

Questioning the stranded yeara, 

Waking smiles, by turns, and tears, 

Ae thou caliest up again 

Shapes the dust naa long o'erlain, — 

Ftur-haired womdn, bearded man, 

Cavalier aad Puritan ; 

Tn an age whose eager view 

Seels but present tMngs, and new, 

Mad for party, sect and gold, 

leaching reverence for the old. 

On that shore, with fowler's tact, 
Coolly bagpng fact on fact, 
Maught amiaa to thee can float, 
Tale, or song, or anecdote ; 
Village gossip, centuries old, 
Scandals by our grandames told, 
What the pilgrim's table spread. 
Where he lived, and whom he wed, 
Lon"-drawn bill of wine and beer 
For nil ordination cheer, 
Or the flip that wellnigh made 
Glad his funeral cavalcade ; 
Weary prose, and poet's lines. 
Flavored by their age, like wines, 
Eulopstic of some quamt, 
Doubt&l, puritanic saint ; 
Lays that quickened husking jigs. 
Jests that shook grave periwigs, 
When the parson had his jokes 
And his glass, like other folks ; 
Sermons that., for mortal hours. 
Taxed our fathers' vital powers. 
As the long ninetcenthlies poured 
Downward from the Foundnig-hoard, 
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Time Ig hastening on, and we 
What our fathers are aliall be, — 
Shadow-shapes of memory I 
Joined to that vast multitude 
Where the gi-eat are but the good. 
And the mind of strength shall prove 
Weaker Ihan the heart of love ; 
Pride of gray-beard wisdom less 
Than the infant's guilelessnesa, 
And hia song of sorrow more 
Than the crown the PaaJmiat wore 1 
■\Vho shall then, with pious zeal. 
At our moss-grown thresholds kneel. 
From a stained and stony page 
Reading to a careless age. 
With a patient eye like thine, 
Prosing tale and limping line. 
Names and words the hoary rime 
Of the Past has made sublime ? 
Who shall work for us as well 
The antiquarian's miracle? 
Who to seeming life recall 
Teacher grave and pupil small ? 
Who shaH give U> thee and me 
Freeholds in futurity ? 

Weil, whatever lot he mine. 
Long and happy days be thine, 
Ere thy full and honored age 
Dates of time ita latest page I 
Squire for master. State for school, 
'msely lenient, live and rule ; 
Over grown-up knave and r<^e 
Play the watchful pedagogue ; 
Or, while pleasure smiles on duty. 
At the call of youth and beauty, 
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Speak for them the spell of law 
which shall bar and bolt withdraw, 
And the flamin" aword remove 
From the Paraake of Love. 
Still, with undimined eye^ght, pore 
Ancient Iwine and record o'er; 
Still thy week-day lyrics croon, 
Pitch in Qhurch the Sunday tune. 
Showing something, in thy part, 
Of the old Puritanic art. 
Sinner after Steruhold's heart 1 
In thy pew, for many a year, 
Homilies from Oldbiag hear,^ 
Who to wit like that of South, 
And the Syrian's golden moath, 
Doth the homely pathos add 
Which the pilgrim preachers had ; 
Breaking, like a chdd at play, 
Gilded idols of the day, 
Cant of knave and pomp of fotJ 
Tossing with his ridicule, 
Tet, in earnest or in jest^ 
Ever keeping truth abreast. 
And, when i£ou art ualled, at last, 
To thy townsmen of the past, 
Not aa stranger ahalt thou come : 
Thou ahalt find thyself at home I 
With the little and the big. 
Woollen cap and periwig, 
Madam in her high-laced ruff. 
Goody in her home-made stuff, — 
Wise and simple, rich and poor. 
Thou bast known them all before I 
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THE PANORAMA 

Throdgh the long hall the shuttered windows 

A dubious light on every up-turniid head, — 
On locks like those of Absalom the fair, 
On the bald apex ringed with scanty hair, 
On blank indifference and on curious stare; 
On the pale Showman reading from his stage 
The hieroglyphics of that facial page ; 
Half aad, half scornful, listening \o the bruit 
Of restless cane-tap and impatient toot, 
And the shrill call, across the general din, 
" Roll up your curtain I Let the show be^n ! " 

At length a. murmur like the winds that break 
Int« green waves the prairie's grassy lafco, 
iJeepened and swelled to music clear and loud, 
And, as the west innd Ul^s a summer cloud, 
The curtain rose, disclosing wide and far 
A green land strctJihing b) the evening star. 
Fair rivers, skirted by primeval trees 
And flowers hummed over by the desert bees, 
Marked by tall bluffs whose slopes of greennoM 

Fantastic outcrops of the rock below, — 
The slow result of patient Nature's piuna. 
And plastic fingering of her sun and rains, — 
Arch, tower, and gate, srotesqnely-windowed hall, 
And Ion" escarpment of half-crumbled wall, 
Huger than those which, from sleep hills of rine. 
Stare through their loop-holes on the travelled 



THE PANORAMA. 



Su^ealing vagnely to (he gazer's mind 
A fancy, idle as the prairie wiud, 
Of the land's dweQers in an age ungueased — 
Tbe uosiiTig Jotuna of the mystic West. 



Vast as the sky against whose sunset shorea 
Wave after wave the billowy greenness pours 
And, onward still, like islands in that main 
Loom the rough peaks of many a mountain chaiili 
Whence East ana West a thousand waters run 
From Winter lingering under Summer's sun. 
Aad, still beyonif lona lines of foam and sand 
Tell where Pacific rolb his waves a-land, 
From many a wide-iappcd port and land-locked 

Opening with thunderous pomp the world's Mgb< 

way 
To Indian isles of spice, and marts of far Cathay 

" Such," said the Showman, as the curtiun fell, 
"■Is the new Canaan of our Israel— 
iTie land of promise to the swarming North, 
Which, hive-like, sends its annual surplus forth, 
To the poor Southron on his mom-out smI, 
Scathed by the curses of unnatural toil ; 
To Europe's esiles seeking home and rest, 
And the lank nomads of Uie wandering Wes^ 
Who, asking neither, in their love of change 
And the free bison's amplitude of range. 
Bear the log hut, for present shelter meant^ 
Not fiiture comfort, hie an Arab's tent" 

Then spake a shrewd on-loofcer. " Sir," Siud he, 
" I like your picture, but I fiun would see 
A sketch of what your promised land will be 
When, with electric nerve, and fiery-brined, 
Witt ISature's forces to its chariot chained, 



Then said the Showman, sadly : " He who grieve* 
Over the scattering of the Sibyl'a leaves 
Unwiaely mourns. Suffice it, that we know 
What needs must ripen from the seed we sow ; 
That present time is but the mould wherein 
We cast the shapes of holing and an. 
A painful watcher of the pas^ng hour, 
Its lust of gold, its strife for place and pow«r ; 
Its lack ofmanhood, honor, reverence, truth, 
Wise-thoughted ase, and generous-hearted youth } 
Nor yet unmindful of each better si^ — 
The low, far lights, which on th' horizon slune, 
Like those which sometime tremble on the rim 
Of clouded skies when day is closing dim, 
Flashing athwart the purple spears of rain 
The hope of sunshine on the hills i^iun : — 
1 need no prophet's word, nor shapes that pass 
Like clouding shadows o'er a magic elass ; 
For now, ^ ever, passionless and cold, 
Doth the dread ange! of the future hold 
■Evil and good before us, irith no voice 
Or warning look to guide us in our choice; 
With spectral hands outreaching through the gloran 
The shadowy contrasts of the coming doom. 
Transferred from these, it now remains to give 
The sun and shade of Fate's alternative." 

Then, with a burst of music, touching all 
Tlie keys of thrifty life— the mill-stream's fall, 
The engine's pant along its qui tferiog rails. 
The anvil's ring, the measured beat of flails. 
The sweep of scythes, the reaper's whistled tune, 
Answering the smnm^ios of the bells of noon, 
The woo<£ian's hful along the river shores. 
The steamboat's signal, and the dip of oars, — 
Slowly the curtain rose from ofl" a land 
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YtaT aa God's naiiJen. Broad on eitlier hand 
The golden wheat-fields plimmered in the bhii. 
And the tall maize its yellow tasseU spun. 
Smooth hiithways set with hedcre-rows living greon» 
With at«epled towns through shaded vistas seen, 
The schoolhouse murmuring with its hive-liko 



The brook-bank whitening in the grist-null'a itorm, 
The painted fann-hotise shining through the leavea 
Of fruited orchards bending at its eaves, 
Where live i^rain, around the Western heartih. 
The homely old-time virtues of the North ; 
Where the biythe housewife rises with the day, 
And well-paid labor counts bis task a play. 
And, grateftil tflkens of a Bible free, 
And the free Gospel of Humanity, 
Of diverse sects and dilfering names the shrioet^ 
One in their faith, whate'cr their outward signs, 
Like varying strophes of the same sweet hjnm 
From many a prairie's swell and river's bnm, 
A thousand ehurth^pires sanctiiy the air 
. Of the calm Sabbath, with their sign of prayer. 

Like sudden nightfall over bloom and green 



Half sob, half ]aught«r, music swept along — 
A strange refr^n, whose idle words and low, 
Like drunken mourners, kept the time d'woo; 
As if the revellers at a masquerade 
Heard in the distance funeral marches played. 
Stich music, dashing all bis smiles with tears. 
The thoughtful voyager on Ponehartriun hears. 
Where, through the noonday dusk of wooded shMe 
The n^ro boatman, ^nging to bis oars, 
"''■' a mid pathos borrowed of his wrong 



Sf curtain upward ; " Fnte 

■ Cougic 
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A vill^ Btraggling in loose disarray 
Of vulgar newness, premature decay ; 
A tavern, crazy mth its whisky brawls. 
With " Slaves al Auction ,' " garnishing its wall*. 
Without, surrounded by a motley erowd. 
The ahrewd-eyed salesman, garrulous and loud, 
A squire or colonel in his pride of place, 
Known at free fights, the caucus, and the race. 
Prompt to proclaim his honor without hlot, 
And silence doubters with a ten-pace shot, 
Mingling the negro-driving buUy^a rant 
Wilh pious phrase and democratic cant, 
Yet never scrupling, with a filthy jest, 
To sell the infant from its mother's breast. 
Break through all ties of wedlock, home, and kjn, 
Yield shrinking girlhood up to grav-beard sin ; 
Sell all the virtues with his human stock. 
The Christian graces on his auction-block. 
And coolly count on shrewdest bargams driven 
In hearts regenerate, and in souls for^ven I 

Look once a^ain ! The moving canvas showg 
A slave plantation's slovenly repose, 
Wiere, in rude cabins rotting midat their weeds, 
The human chattel eats, and sleeps, and breeds ; 
And, held a brute, in practice, as in law, 
Becomes in fact the thing he's taken for. 
There, early summoned to the hemp and corn, 
The nursing mother leaves her child new-bora ; 
There haggard sickness, weak and deathly fiunt, 
Crawls to his task, and fears to make ctunpljunt ; 
And sad-eyed Rachels, childless in decay, 
Weep for their lost ones sold and torn away I 
Of ampler size the master's dwelling stands. 
In shabby keeping with his half-tilled lands, — 
The gates unhinged, the yard with weeds unclean, 
The cracked veranda with a tipsy lean. 
Without, loose-scattered like a wreck adrift, 
Signs of misrule and tokens of unthiii^ ; 
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Within, profusion to diacomfort joined, 
The listless body and the vacant mind ; 
The fear, the hate, the &eli and falsehood, bom 
In menial hearts of toil, and stripes, and scorn I 
There, all the vices, which, like birds ohscene, 
Batten on davery loathsome and unclean, 
From the foul kitchen to the parlor rise. 
Pollute the nui-sery where the child-heir Ues, 
Taint infant lips beyond all after cure, 
With the fell poison of a breast impure ; 
Touch boyhood's pasaons with the breath of flamo, 
From girlhood's instincts steal the blush of shame- 
So swella from low to high, from weak to strong, 
The tragic chorus of the baleful wrong ; 
Guilty or guiltless, all within its range 
Feel (he blind justice of its sure revenge. 

Still scenes like these the movin" chart reveals. 
Up the long neslem steppes the bUghting steals; 
Down the Pacific slope the evil Fate 
Glides like a shadow to the Golden Gate : 
From sea to sea the drear eclipse is thrown, 
From sea to sea the Maitvaises Terres have growB) 
A bell of curses on the New World's zone I 

The curtain fell. All drew a freer breath, 
As men are wont to do when mournful death 
Is covered from their sight; The Showman atood 
With drooping brow in sorrow's attitude 
One moment, then with sudden gesture shook 
His loose hair back, and with the air and look 
Of one who felt, beyond the narrow stage 
And listening group, the presence of the age, 
And heard the footsteps m* the things to be. 
Poured out his soul in earnest words and free. 

"O, friends 1" he s^d, "in this poor trick of 
paint 
X'ou see the semblance, incomplete and faint, 
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Of the two-fronted Future, whicli, to-day, 
Stands dim and silent, waiting in your way. 
To-day, your servant, subject to j'our will; 
To-raorrow, master, or for good or ill. 
If the dark face of Slavery on you turns, 
If the mad curse its paper bamer spurns, 
If the world granary of the West is made 
The last foul market of the slaver's trade. 
Why rail at fate ? The mischief is your own. 
Why hate your neighbor? Blame yoursolvM 
alone ! 

Men of the North I The South you ehai^ with 

Is weak and poor, while you are rich and strong. 
If questions, — idle and absurd as those 
The old-time monks and Paduan doctors chose, — 
Mere ghosts of questions, tariffs and dead banks, 
And Bcareerow pontiffs, never broke your ranks. 
Tour thews united could, at once, roll back 
The jostled nation to its prima! track. 
Nay, were you simply Bteadfiist, manly, just, 
True to the faith your fathers left in trust. 
If stainless honor outweighed in your scale 
A codfish quintal or a factory baie, 
Full many a noble heart, (and such remain 
In all the South, like Lot in Siddim's plain. 
Who watch ami wait, and from the wrong's con- 
trol 
Reep white and pure their chastity of soul,) 
Now sick to loathing of your weak complaints, 
Tour tricks as sinners, and your prayers as saints, 
Would lialf-way nieot the frankness of your tone, 
And feel their pulses beating with your own. 

The North I the South 1 no geographic line 
Can fix the boundary or the point define, 
Snce each with each so closely inteiblends, 
Where Slavery rises, and where Freedom ends. 

■ Couple 
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Beneath your rocks (he roofs, far-reaching, hide 

Of the felt Upae on the Southern side ; 

Ths tree whoae branches in your north mndl 

Dropped its young blosaoma on Mount Vernon's 

The nnrslins growth of Monticello'a crest 
Ja now the glory of the free NorthwoBt ; 
To the wise maxima of her olden school 
Virginia listened from thy lips, Rantoul; 
Seward's words of power, and Sumner's firesli » 

Flow from the pen that Jefferson laid down I 
And when, at length, her years of madness o'er, 
Like the crowned grader on Euphrates' shore, 
From her long lapse to savagery, her mouth 
Bitter with baneful herbage, turns the South, 
Resumes ber old attire, and seeks to smooth 
Her unkempt tresses at the glass of truth. 
Her early fajtb shall find a tflngue araln, 
New Wythes and Finckneya swell that old ro- 

fr^n. 
Her sons with yours renew the ancient pact, 
The mph of Union prove at last a fact f 
Then, if one murmur mars the wide content, 
Some Northern lip will drawl the last dissent^ 
Some Union-saving patriot of your own 
Lament 1« find his occupation gone- 
Grant that the North's insulted, scorned, b» 

trayed, 
Cerreaehed in bargains with her neighbor made, 
When selfish thrift and party held the scales 
For peddling dicker, not for honest sales, — 
Whom shall we strike ? Who most deserves onr 

blame ? 
The braf^art Southron, open in his (um. 
And bold as wicked, crashing straight through all 
Th^ bars his purpose, like a cannon-ball 'i 



Or the mean tr^tor, breatliiag northern wr, 
With nasal speech and puritanic hair, 
Whoae oant the loss of prinoiple survives, 
Aa the Diud-turtle e'en its head outlives ; 
Who, caught, chin-buried in some I'oul offence, 
Puts on a look of injured innocence, 
And consecrat«a his baseneiJB to the cause 
Of conedtudon, union, and the laws ? 

Pnuse to the place-man who can hold aloof 
His still unpurchased manhood, office-proof; 
Who on his round of duty walks erect, 
And leaves it onlj" rich in self-respect, — 
As Moke maintained his virtue's lofty port 
In the Eighth Henry's base and bloody court. 
But, if exceptions here and there are found, 
Who tread thus safel/ on enchanted gi-ound, 
The normal type, the fitting symbol slill 
Of those who iatteu at the ^ubliu mill. 
Is the chained dog beside his master's door. 
Or Cikck's victim, feeding on all four ! 

Give me the heroes who, at tuck of drum, 
Salute thy staff, immortal Quattlebum I 
Or they who, doubly armed with vote and gun. 
Following thy lead, illustrious Atchison, 
Their drunken franchise shift from scene to scenQi 
As tile~beard Jourdan did his guillotine I — 
Bather than him who, bom beneath our skiea, 
To Slavery's hand its supplest tool supphes, — 
The party felon whose unolushing face 
Looks from the pillory of his bribe of place, 
And coolly makes a merit of disgrace, — 
Points to the footmarks of indignant seom, 
Shows the deep scars of satire's toseing horn ; 
And passes to his credit side the sum 
Of all that makes a scoundrel's martyrdom I 

Bane of the North, its canker and its moth I — 
These modern Esaus, bartering tights for broth I 
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TaxiiiB our justice, with their double claim, 
As fools for pity, and as knaves for blame ; 
Who, urged by party, sect, or trade, within 
The fell embrace of Slavery's sphere of sin, 
Part at the outset with their moral sense, 
The watchful angel set for Truth's defence ; 
Confound all contrasts, good and ill ; reverse 
The poles of life, its blessing and its curse ; 
And lose thoaceforth from dieir perverted aght 
The etamal difference 'twixt the wrong and 

right; 
To them the Law is but the iron span 
That girds the ankles of imbruled man : 



Such are the men who, with instinctive dread, 
Whenever Freedom lifts her drooping head. 
Make prophet-tripods of their office-stools. 
And scare the nurseries and the village school* 
With dire presage of ruin grim and great, 
A broken Union and a foundered State I 
Such are the patriots, self-bound to the stake 
Of office, martyrs for their country's sake : 
Who fill themselves ihe hunaryjaws of Fate, 
And by their loss of manhood save the State. 
In the wide gulf themselves like Curtiua throw, 
And test the virtues of cohesive dough ; 



Such are the men who in your churches rave 
To awearing point, at mention of the slave, 
When some poor parson, haply unawares. 
Stammers of freedom in his timid prayers ; 
Who, if soma foot-Bore negro through the town 
Steals northward, volunteer to hunt him down. 
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Or, if some neiehbor, flying from disease, 
Courts the milil balsam of me Southern breeze, 
With hue and cry pursue him on his track. 
And write Freesoiler on the poor man's back. 
Such are tbe men who leave Sie peddler's cart, 
While faring South, to learu the driver's art, 
Or, in white neckcloth, soothe with pious aim 
The graceful sorrows of some langmd dame, 
Who, from the wreck of her bereavement, save* 
The double charm of widowhood and slaves I — 
Pliant and apt, Chej' lose no chance to show 
To what base depths apostasy can go ; 
Outdo the natives in their readiness 
To roast a negro, or to mob a press ; 
Poise a tarred schoolmate on tie lyncher's rjul. 
Or make a bonfire of their birthplace mail I 



The sacred Durden of his mother's prayer. 

By fear impelled, or lust of gold enticed, 

Turns to the Crescent from the Cross of Christ, 

And, over-acting in superfluous zeal. 

Crawls prostrate where the fiuthful only kneel. 

Out-howls the Dervish, hugs his r^s to court 

The squalid Santou's sanctity of dirt ; 

And, when beneath the city gateway's span 

Files slow and Jon^ tJie Meccan caravan. 

And through its midst, pursued by Islam's prayen^ 

The prophet's Word some favored camel bears, 

The marked apostate has his place assimed 

The Koran-bearer's sacred rump behind, 

With brush and pitcher following, grave Mid 

In meek attendance on the holy brute I 

Men of the North I beneath your very eyes. 
By hearth and home, your real danger lies. 
Still day by day some hold of freedom falls, 
Through home-bred traitors fed nithin its walls.— 
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Uen whom yourselves ■with vote and purse Hust^ii) 

At posts of honor, ioflueiice, and gain; 

rhe right of Slavery to your sous to teach, 

And " South-side " Gospels in your pulpits preach 

rransfix the Law to ancieut ffuudom dear 

On the sharp point of her subvertad spear. 

And imitate upon her cushion plump 

rhe mad Missourian lynching from his stump; 

Or, in your name, upon the Senate's floor 

Ifield up to Slavery all it asks, and more ; 

And, ere your dull eyes open to the cheat, 

Bell your old homestead underneath your feet i 

WTiile such m these your loftiest outlooks hold, 

While truth and conscience with your warea an 

While grave-browed merchants band themselvei 

An annual man-hunt ibr their Southern trade. 

What moral power within your grasp remains 

To stay the mischief on Nebraska's plains 'i* — 

High as the tides of generous Impulse flow. 

As far rolls back the sel£s)i undertow : 

And all your brave resolves, thouijh aimed as trus 

As the hoTEU'pistol Balmawhapple drew. 

To Slavery's bastions lend as 8%ht a shock 

As the poor trooper's shot to Stirling rock ! 

Yet, while the need of Freedom's cause demandl 
The earnest eft'orta of your hearts and hands, 
Ui^d by all motJvofl that caa prompt the heart 
To prayer and toil and manhood's manliest part ; 
Though to the soul's deep tocsin nature joins 
The waniiag whisper of her Orphic pines. 
The north-wmd's anger, and the south-wind's sglif 
The midnight sword-dance of the northern sky, 
And, to the ear that bends above the sod 
Of the green grave'^nounds in the Fields of God, 
In low, deep murmurs of rebuke or cheer. 
The l^d's dead fathers speak their hope or fear ■ 



Yet let not paa^oa wrest from Reason's hand 
The guiding rein and symbol of command. 
Blame not the caution prolfering to your zeal 
A well-meant drag upon its hurrying wheel, 
Nor chide the man whose honest doubt extends 
To the means only, not the righteous ends : 
Nor f^l to weigh the scruples and the fears 
Of milder natures and serener years. 
In the long strife with evil which began 
With the first lapse of new-created man, 
Wisely and well has Providence a8signed 
To each his part, — some forward, some behind ; 
And they, loo, serve, who temper and restrdn 
The o'erwarm heart diat sets on fire the brain. 
True to yourselves, feed Freedom's allar-flamo 
"With what you have ; let others do tlie same. 
Spare timid doubters ; set like flint your face 
A^^nst the self-sold knaves of gain and place : 
Pity the weak ; but with unsparing hand^ 
Cast out the traitors who infest the land, — 
From bar, press, pulpit, cast them everywhere, 
By dint of fasting, if you fail by prayer. 
And in their place bring men of antique mould, 
Like the grave fathers of your Age of Gold, — 
Statesmen like those who sought the primal fount 
Of righteous law, the Sermon on tiie Mount; 
Lawj-ers who prize, like Quincy, (to our day 
Still spared. Heaven bless him !) honor more &3J1 

ind Christian jurisla, starry-pure, like Jay; 
Preachers like Woolman, or like them who bore 
The faith of Wesley to our western shore. 
And held no convert genuine till he broke 
Alike his servants' and the Devil's yoke ; 
And priests like bi"' who Newport's market trod, 
And o'er its slave-ships shook the bolts of God I 
So shall your power, with a wise prudence used, 
Strong but forbearing, firm but not abused, 
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Her natural home-born rintit to Freedom giye, 
And leave her foe hia robber-right — to live. 
Lire, as the anake does in hia noisome fen ! 
Liye, as the wolf does in his bone-atrewn den I 
Live, clothed with cursing like a robe of flame, 
The focal point of million-fingered shame I 
Live, till the Southron, who, with all his faulta 
Has manly insdncta, in his pride revolts, 
Dashes from off him, 'midst the glad world's cheen^ 
The hideous nightmare of bis dream of years, 
AnJ lifts, self-prompted, with bis own right hand, 
The vile incumbrance from his glorious land I 

So, whcresoo'er our destiny sends forth 
Its widening circles to the Soutli or North, 
Where'er our banner flaunts beneath the stara 
Its mimic splendors and its uloudlike bars, 
There shall Free Labor's hardy children stand 
The equal sovereigns of a slaveless land. 
And when at last the hunted bison tires, 
And dies o'ertaken by the squatter's fires ; 
And westward, wave on wave, the living flood 
Breaks on the snow-line of majestic Hood ; 
And lonely Shasta listening bears the tread 
Of Europe's fjuishaired children, Heaper-led ; 
And, ga^mg downward through his hoar-locks, sect 
The tawny Asian climb lus giant knees, 
The Eastern sea shall hush his waves to hear 
Pacific's Burf-beat answer Freedom'a cheer, 
And one long rolling fire of triumph ran 
Between the sunrise aud the sunset gun I " 



My task is done. The Showman and bis show, 
Themselves but shadows, into shadows go ; 
And, if no song of idlesse I have sung. 
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Nor lints of beauty on the canvas flung, — 
If the harsh Dumbtrs grate on tender ears, 
And tbo rough picture overwrought appears, — 
With deeper coloring, with a Htcrner blast, 
Before my soul a voice and vision passed, 
Such as might Milton's jarring trump require, 
Or glooms of Dante fringed with lurid fire. 
O, not of choice, for themes of public wrong 
I bave the green and pleasant paths of song— 
The mild, sweet words, which soften and adorn, 
For griding taunt and bitter laugh of scorn. 
More dear to me some song of private worth. 
Some homely idyl of my native North, 
Some summer pastoral of her inland vales 
And sea-brown hamlets, through where misiy galei 
Flit the dim ghosts of uni'eCuruing sails- 
Lost barks at parting hung from stem to helm 
With prayers of love like dreams on Virgil's elm ; 
Nor private grief nor mahce hold my pen ; 
I owe but kindness to my fellow-mea. 
And, South or North, wherever hearts of prayer 
Their woes and weakness to our Father bear. 
Wherever fruits of Christian love are found 
-In holy lives, to me is holy ground. 
But the time passes. It were vain to crave 
A lat*! indulgence. What I had I gave. 
Forget the poet, but his warning heed, 
Anil shame bis poor word with your nobler deed. 
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SUMMER BY THE LAKE-SmE. 



White clouds, whose shadows haunt the deep, 
Light mists, whose soft embraces keep 
The sunshine on the hilla asleep I 

O, isles of calm 1 — O, dark, still wood 1 
And stiller skies that overbrood 
Tour rest with deeper quietude 1 

0, shapes and hues, dim beckoning, through 
Yon mountain gaps, my lonmng view 
Beyond the purple and the olue, 

To stiller sea and greener land. 
And softer liehta and airs more bland, 
And skies — the hollow of God's hand I 

Transfused through you, O mountain MondB I 
With mine your solemn spirit blends, 
And life no more hath separate ends. 

I read each misty mountain sign, 
I know the vwce of wave and pine, 
And I am yours, and ye are mine. 
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Life's burdens fall, ita diaeords cease, 

1 lapse into the glad release 

Of nature's own exceeding peace. 

0, welcome calm of beart and mind 1 
Aa fella yon fir-tree's loosened rind 
To leave a tenderer growth behind. 

So fall the weary years away ; 
A child again, my head I lay 
Upon the lap of this sweet day. 

This weatern wind hath Lethean poweny 
Yon noonday cloud ncjientbe showers, 
The lake is white with lotus-flowers 1 

Even Duty's voice is faint and low, 

And aliuvberoiis Conscience, waking slow, 

Forgeta her blotted scroll to show. 

The Shadow which pursues us all. 
Whose ever-nearing steps appall, 
Whose voice we bear hehidd ua call — 

That Shadow blends with mountain gray, 
It speaks but what (he li^t waves say — 
Death walks apart from Fear to-day I 

Bocked on her breast, these pines and I 
Aiike on Nature's love rely ; 
And equal seems to live or die. 

Assured that He, whose presence fills 
With light the spaces of these hills, 
Ho evU to his creatures wills, 

The umple faith reoi^ins, that He 
Will do, whatever that may be. 
The best alike for man and tree. 
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Mliat mosses over one stall grow, 
nhat light and life the other know, 
DnanaiouB, leaving Him to show. 



Yon mountain's side is black with night, 
While, broad-orbed, o'er its gleaming crown 

The moon, slow-rounding into sight, 
On the hushed inland sea looks down. 

How start to light the clustering isles, 

Each silver-hemmed I How sharply show 

The shadows of their rocky piles, 
And tree-lopa in the wave below I 



Dim-looming through the pale, still light I 
The vague, vast grouping of a dream. 



Beneath, lake, wood, and peopled vale. 
Hushed by that presence grand and grave, 

Are silent, save the cricket's wmI, 
And low response of leaf and wave. 

Fair scenes I whereto the Day and Night 
Make rival love, I leave ye soon. 

What time before the eastern light 
The pale ghost of the setting moon 



And, golden-sandalled, walk the lake ! 

Farewell I around this smiling bay 
Gay-hearted Health, and Life in bloom, 
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With lighter steps than tame, may stray 
In radiant summera yet to come. 

But none shall more regretful leave 
These waters and these hills than 1 ; 

Or, distant, fonder dream how eve 
Or dawn is psunting wave and sky j 

How ri^ng moons shine sad and mild 
On wooded isle and silvering hay ; 

Or setting suns beyond the piled 
And purple mount^ns lead the day ; 

Kor laughing girl, nor bearding boy, 

Nor full-pulsed manhood, lingering hore, 

Shall add, to life's aboundingjoj'. 

The charmed repose to suuenng dear. 

Still wails kind Nature to impart 
Her ehoieest sifta to suoh as gain 

An entrance to ner loving heart 
Through the sharp discipline of pain. 

Forever from the Hand (hat takes 
One blessing from ua others fall ; 

And, soon or late, our Father makes 
Hia perfect recompense to all 1 

O, watched by Silence and the Night, 
And folded in the strong embrace 

Of the great mount^ns, with the light 
Of the sweet heavens upon thy &;e, 

Lake of the Northland 1 keep thy dowei 
Of beauty still, and while above 

Thy solemn mountaana speak of power, 
Be thou the mirror of God's love. 
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THE HERMIT OF THE THEBAID. 

0, 8TKON0, up welling praters of fiuth, 
From inmost founta of life ye start — 

The apirit's pulse, the vital breath 
Of Boul and heart 1 

From pastoral toil, from trafBc's din. 
Alone, in crowds, at home, abroad. 

Unheard of man, ye enter in 
The ear of God. 

Ye brook no forced and measured tasks, 
Nor wearv rote, nor formal chains ; 

The eimple heart, that freely aska 
In love, obtains. 

For man, the living temple is: 
The mercy-seat and cherubim, 

And all the holy mysteries, 
He bears with hiin. 

And most avails the prayer of love. 
Which, wordless, stapes itself in deeds, 

And wearies Heaven for naught above 
Our common needs. 

Which brings to God's all-perfect mil 
That trust of his uudoubtins child, 

Whereby all seeming good and ill 
Are reconciled. 
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Alone, tlie lliebaid Permit leaned 
At noontime o'er the sacred word. 

Was il an angel or a fiend 
Whose voice Le heard ? 

It broke the desert's hush of ane, 

A human utterance, sweet aad mild 
And, looking up, the hermit saw 



A child, with wonder-widened eyea, 
O'erawed and troubled by the sight 

Of hot, red sands, and brazen afciea. 
And anchorite. 

" What dost thou here, poor man ? No shade 
Of eool, green douma, nor grass, nor well, 

Nor com, nor vines." The hermit said i 
"With God I dwell. 

" Alone with Hitn in this great calm, 

I live not by the outward sense ; 
My Nile his love, my sheltering palm 

His providence." 

The child gazed round him. " Does God Uvo 
Here only ? — where the desert^s rim 

la green with corn, at mom and eve, 
We pray to Him. 



'Myb 
His I 



s httle field ; beneath the leaves 
My usters sit and spin the while, 
My mother weaves. 

<* And when the millet's ripe heads fall, 
And ai! the bean-field hangs in pod, 

My mother smiles, and says £at alt 
Are gifts from God. 
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THE HKBMIT OF THE THEBAID. S 

" And nben to Ebare our eveniag meal. 
She calls ihe stranger at the door, 

She says God fills the handf that deal 
Pood to the poor." 

Adown the hermit's wasted eheeks 
Glistened the flow of human tears ; 

" Dear Lord 1 " be siud, " Thy angel speaks, 
Thy servant hears." 

Within his anna the child he took, 

And thought of home and life with men ; 

And all his pijgiim feet forsook 
Be turned again. 

The palmy shadows cool and long. 
The eyes that smiled through lavish locka, 

Home's erad)e-hymn and harvest-song, 
And bleat of Hooka. 

" O, child 1 " he s^d, " Ihou teaehest me 
There la no place where God is not ; 

That love will make, where'er it be, 
A holy spot." 

He rose from off' the desert sand, 
And, leaning nn bis statT of thorn. 

Went, with the young child, baud in hand, 
Like night with morn. 

They crossed the desert's humine line. 

And heard the palm-tree's rusUing f^n. 
The Nile-bird's cry, the low of kine, 
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She rose, she clasped her truant boy, 
She thanked the stranger with her ejes 

The hennit gazed in doubt and joy 
And dumb surprise. 

And, !o ! — vrith sudden warmth and light 
A tender memory thriUed his frame ; 

New-bom, Jie world-lost anchorit« 
A man became. 

" 0, sister of EI Zara's race, 

Behold me ! — had we not one mother ? " 
She gazed inia the stranger's face ; — 

" Thou art my brother ? " 

" O, kin of blood !— Thy life of use 
And patient trust is more than mine ; 

And wiser thau the gray recluse 
This child of tUue. 

"For, taught of him whom God bath seat, 
That tod is praise, and love is prayer, 

J come, life's cares and piuns content 
With thee to share." 

Even as his foot the threshold crossed, 
The hermit's better life be^an ; 

Ita holiest saint the Theb^d lost, 
And found a man I 



No more these simple flowers belon 
To Scottish maid and lover; 

Sown in the common soil of song, 
lliey bloom the wido world over. 
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In smiles and tears, in sun and showera, 
The minstrel and the heather. 

The deathless ^nger and the flowera 
He aacgof live together. 

Wild heatlier-bella and Robert Bums ! 

The moorland Hower and peasant I 
Uow, at their mention, memory turns 

Her pages old and pleasant 1 

The gray sty wears again its gold 

And puiple of adorning. 
And manhood's noonday shadows hold 

The dewa of boyhood's morning. 

The dews that washed the dust and ami 
From off the winga of pleasure, 

The sky, that fleeted the around of tent 
With golden threads ofleisure. 

I call to mind the summer day, 

The early harvest mowing. 
The sky with sun and olouds at play, 

And flowers with breezes blowing. 

1 hear the blat^kbinl in the corn, 

The locust in the haying ; 
And, like the fabled hunter's horn. 

Old tunes my heart is playing. 

How ofl, thai day, with fond delay, 
I sought the maple's shadow, 

And sang with Burns the hours away. 
Forgetful of the meadow I 

Bees hummed, birds twittered, over head 
1 heard the squirrels leaping. 

The good dog listened while I read, 
And wagged his tail ia b;eeping. 
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I watched him nhile,m sportive mood 
1 read. " Tlie Twa Dogs' " a^Dry, 

Aod half bl^lieved he understood 
The pout's allegory. 

Sweet day, sweet sonesl — The golden houM 
Grew brighlfir for toat Bioging, 

From brook aud bird and meadow flowers 
A dearer welcome briogiug. 

New light OD home-seen Nature beamed, 

New glory over Woman ; 
And daily Ufe and duty seemed 

No longer poor and common. 

1 woke to find the ^mple truth 

Of fact and feeling Better 
Than all the dreams that held my youth 

A still repining debtor: 

That Nature gives her handmEud, Art, 
The themes of sweet discoursing ; 

The tender idyls of the heart 
In every tongue reheanting. 

Why dream of lands of sold and pearl. 

Of loving knight and lady, 
When farmer boy and barefoot girl 

Were wandering there already 'i 

I saw through ail familiar things 

The romance underlying ; 
The joys and griefs that jilume the wings 



le joys and griefs that jilumi 
Of tancy skyward flying. 



That rose on wooded Crai^e-bum, 
And sank on crystal I>evi»k. 
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1 soAtehed vrith Scotland's heathery hillt 
The awoet-brier and the clover ; 

With Ayr and Boon, my native rilk, 
Their wood-hymna chanting over. 

O'er rank and pomp, as he had seen, 

I saw the Man uprising ; 
Mo longer common or unclean, 

The child of .God's baptizing ! 

With clearer eyes 1 saw the worth 

Of life among the lowly; 
The Bible at his Cotter's hearth 

llad made my own more holy. 

And, if at limes an evil strain. 

To lawless love appealing, 
Broke in upon the sweet refrain 

Of pure and healthful feeling, 

[t died upon the eye and ear, 

No inward answer gaining ; 
No heart had 1 to see or bear 

The discord and the staining. 

Let those who never erred forget 
His worth, in vain bewailinga; 

Sweet Soul ol'Soii"! — I own my debt 
Uncancelled by his failings I 

Lament who will the ribald line 
Which tells his lapse from duty , 

How kissed tlie maddening lips en niiifl 
Or wanton ones of beauty ; 

But think, while falls that shade between 
The erring one and Heaven, 

That he who loved like Magdalen, 
Like her may be fot^ven. 
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Not his tlie song wbose thunderous uhi)>»,> 

Eternal echoes render — 
The mournful Tuscan's haunted rhpae 

And Miltoo's starry splendor 1 

But who his humau heart has laid 

To Nature's bosom nearer ? 
Who sweetened toil like him, or paid 

To love a trihute dearer V 

Through all his tuneflil art, how stron* 

The human feeling gushes I 
The very moonlight of his song 

Is warm with smiles and blushes ! 

Give lettered pomp to teeth of Time 
So " Bonnie Doon" but tarry ; 

Elot out the Epie's slatety rhyme, 
But spare his Highland Mary 1 



WILLIAM FORSTEE." 

The years are many since his haa 1 

Was laid upon my head, 
Too weak ana young to understanrf 

The serious words he said. 

Yet, often now the good man's took 

Before me seems to swim. 
As if some inward feeling took 

The outwar I guise of him. 

As if, in passion's heated war, 

Or near temptation's charm, 
Through him the low-voieed mooitol 

Forewarned me of tlie harm. 
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Whjrever Duty's pathway lay, 
His revemut steps have passed. 

The poor U> feed, the lost to seek, 

To proffer life to deatii, 
Hope to the erriji" — to the weak 

The strength of hia own faith. 

To plead the captive's right ; removu 
The sting of hate from Law; 

And soften in the fire of love 
The hardened steel of War. 

He walked the dark world, in the nuld, 
Still guidance of the Light; 

In tearful tenderness a ehfld, 
A strong man in the right. 

From what great perils, on his way. 
He found, in prayer, release ; 

Through what abysmal shadows lay 
Hia pathway unto peace, 

God knowetli ; we could only see 
The tranquil strength he gained ; 

The bondage lost in liberty. 
The fear in love unfeigned. 

And I — my youthful fancies grown 

The habit of the man, 
Whose field of life by angels sown 

The wilding vines o'erran— 

Low bowed in silent gratitude. 
My manhood's heart enjoys 

That reverence lor the pure and good 
Which blessed the dreaming boy's. 
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SlUl eliiaea the liglit of holy livus 

Like star-beams over doubt; 
Each sainted nifmory, Christlike, drives 

Some dark possession out 

O friund 1 O brother ! not in vain 

Thy life so calm and true, 
The silver dropping of the rain. 

The fall of summer dew I 

How matyr burdened hearts have prayed 
Their hves like thine might be ! 

But more shall pray henceforth for aiA 
To lay them down like thee. 

With weary hand, yet steadfast will, 

In old age as in youth, 
Th'y Master found thee sowing slJU 

The good seed of hia truth. 

Aa on thy task-field closed the day 

In golden-skied decline, 
His angel met thee on the way. 

And lent hia arm to thiue. 

Thy latest care for man— thy last 
Of earthly thought a prayer — 

O, who thy mantle, backward cast, 
Is worthy now to wear ? 

Methinks the mound wliiuh marks thy bed 
Might bless our land and save. 

As rose, of old, to life the dead 
Who touched the prophet's grave ! 
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One day, along the electric wire 
His manly word for Freedom sped ; 

We came next mom : that tongue of fire 
Said only, " He who spake ia dead I " 

Deal! 1 while his voice was living yet, 
In euhoes round the pillared dome 1 

Dead! while his blotted page lay wet 
With themes of state and loves of home t 

Dead 1 in that crowning grace of time, 
That triumph of life's zenith hour I 

Dead I while we watched his manhood's prime 
Break from the slow bud into (lower I 

Dead I he so great, and strong, and wise, 
While the mean thousands yet drew breath; 

How deepened, through that dread surprise. 
The mystery and the awe of death I 

From the high place whereon our votes 
Had borne him, clear, calm, earnest, fell 

His first words, like the prelude notes 
Of some great anthem yet to swell. 

We seemed to see our fla^ unfurled. 
Our champion waiting in his place 

For the last battle of the world— 
The Armageddon of the race. 

Through him we hoped to speak the word 
Which wins the freedom of a land; 

And lift, for human right, the sword 
Which dropped from llainpden's dying hand. 
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For he had sat at Sidney's feet, 

Ami walked witL Pym and Vane apart ; 

And, through the centuries, felt the beat 
Of Freedom's march in Cromwell's heart 

He knew the paths the worthies held, 
Where England's bes'^ and wisest trod : 

And, lingering, drank the epringa that wellrf 
Beneath the touch of Milton's rod. 

No wild enthusiast of the right. 

Self-poised and clear, he showed alway 

The coolness of his northern night. 
The ripe repose of autumn's day. 

HJ9 steps were slow, yet forward still 

He pressed whore others paused or failed ; 

The calm star clomb with constant will — 
The restless meteor flashed and paled ! 

Skilled in its mihtlest wile, he knew 
And owned the higher ends of Law; 

Still rose majestic on his view 

The awful Shape the schoolman saw. 

Her home the heart of God ; her voice 
The choral harmonies whereby 



We saw his great powers misapplied 
To poor ambitions; yet, through all. 

We saw him take the we^er sMe, 
And right the wronged, and free the thralL 

Now, looking o'er the frozen North 
For one lite him in word and act, 

To call her old, free spirit forth, 

And give her faiti the life of fact — 
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To oreak her party bonds of alifime, 

And labor witt the zeal of him 
To make the Democratic name 

Of Liberty the syaonym — 

We sweep the land froro hill to strand, 
We seek the strong, the wise, the brave, 

And, sad of heart, return to stand 
In silence by a new-made grave I 

There, where hia breezy hills of homa 

Look out umm hia aail-white aeaa, 
The aounda of winda and waters come, 

And shape themselves to worda hke these : 

" Why, murmuring, mourn that he, whoae powei 

Was lent to Party over long. 
Heard the still whisper at the hour 

He set his foot on Party wrong ? 

" The human life that closed bo well 

No lapse of folk- now can atain ; 
The lips whence Freedom's protest fell 

No meaner thought can now profane. 

" Mightier than living voice hia grave 

That lofty protest utters o'er; 
Through roanng wind and smiting wave 

It speaks his hate of wrong once more. 

" Men of the North I your weak regret 

Is wasted here ; arise and pay 
To freedom and to him your ilebt. 

By following where he led the way !" 
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MIS CELL ANEOTTS. 



THE DREAM OF PIO NONO. 

It chanced, that while the pioua troops of Fraate 
Fought in the emsaile Pio Nono preached. 
What time the holy Bourbons stayed his hands 
{The Hur and Aaron meet for such a Moses), 
Stretched forth from Naples towards rebt^oua 

Tt hlesa the ministry of Ondinof, 

And sanctify his iron homilies 

And sharp persuasions of the bayonet, 

That the great pontifl' fell asleep, and dreamed. 

He stood by Lafce Tiberias, in the sun 
Of the bright Orient ; and beheld the lame. 
The siek, and blind, kneel at the Master's feet, 
And rise up whole, And, sweetly over all, 
Dropping the ladder of their hymn of praise 
From heaven to earth, in silver rounds of song, 
He heard the blessed angels ang of peace, 
Good-will to man, and glory to the Lord. 

Then one, with feet unshod, and leathern face 
Hardened and darkened by fierce summer suns 
And hot winds of the desert, closer drew 
His (isher'a haiek, and jrirded up his loins, 
And spake, as one who had authority ; 
" Come thou with me." 

Lake-side and eastern sky 
And the sweet song of angels passed away, 
ADd, with a dream's alacnty of change. 



The priest, and the swart fisher by his side, 
Etebeld the Eternal City lift its domes 
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And solemn fanes and monumental pomp 
Above the waste Campagna. On the fajlk 
The blaze of burning viSas rose and fell. 



THE DREAM OF PIO NONO. 21' 

An^ momently the mortar's iron throat 

Roared from the trenches ; and, within the walls, 

Sharp crash of shells, low groans of human pain, 

Shout, dram beat, and the clanging larum-bell, 

And tramp of hoste, sent up a mingled sonnd, 

Half wail and half defiance. As they passed 

The gate of San Pancraaio, homan blood 

Flowed ankle high about them, and dead men 

Choked the long street with gashed and gory pile*— 

A ghastly barricade of mangled tlesh, 

Prom which, at times, quivered a Uving hand, 

And white lips moved and moaned. A father tora 

His gray hairs, by the body of his son, 

In frenzy ; and ms fair young daughter wept 

On his old bosom. Suddenly a flash 

Clove the thick sulphurous air, and man and m^d 

Sank, crushed and mangled by the shattenng shelL 

Then spate the Galilean ; " Thou hast seen 
The blessed Master and his works of We ; 
Look now on thine I Hear'st thou the angela sing 
Above this open hell 1 Thou God's high-priest 1 
Thov the Vicegerent of the Prince of Peace ! 
'Thou the successor of his chosen ones I 
I, Pet«r, fisherman of Galilee, 
Jn the dear Master's name, and for the love 
Of his true Church, proclaim thee Antichrist, 
Alien and separate from his holy faith 
Wide as the difference between death and life, 
The hate of man and the great love of Goil I 
Hence, and repent I " 

Thereat the pontiff woke, 
Ing o'er his fearful dream, 
cried the Bourbon. " KTotli" 



Than that your majesty hath all tc 

ih him," 
aile. 



Catered for your poor guests, and that, in sooth. 
The Holy Fathers supper troubleth him," 
Said Cardinal Antonelli, with a smile. 
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TAULER. 



Taoler, the preacher, walked, one autumn d&y, 
Without the walls of Strasburg, by the Rhine, 
Ponderin" the solemn Miracle of Life ; 
Ai one who, wandering in a stailess night, 
Feels, momently, the jar of unseen waves. 
And bears the thunder of an unknown sea, 
Breaking along an unimagined shore. 

And as he walked he prayed. Even the game 
Old praj'er with which, for half a score of years, 
Morning, and noon, and evening, lip and heart 
Had groaned ; " Have pity upon me, Lord ! 
Thou seest, while teaching others, I am blind- 
Send me a man who can direct my steps I " 

Then, as he mused, he heard along his path 
A sound as of an old man's staff among 
The dry, dead lindeo-leavcs ; and, looking up, 
He saw a stranger, weak, and poor, and old. 

" Peace be unto thee, father I " Tauler said ; 
" God give thee a good day I " The old man raised 
Slowly his calm blue eyes. " I thank thee, son ; 
But aU my dap are good, and none are ilL" 

Wondering thereat, the preacher spake agcun ; 
" God pve thee happy life." The old man snuled 
"I never am unhappy." 

Tauler laid 
His hand upon the stranger's coarse gray sleeve : 
" Tell me, O father, what thy stranne words mean. 
Surely man's days are evil, and his life 
Bad as the grave it leads to." " Nay, my son, 
Oar timee are in God's hands, and all our dayg 



.Coojilc 



Arq 31 oui neeiJs; for shadow as for sun, 

For cold as heat, for want as wealth, alike 

Our thaoka are due, since that is best which w ; 

And that which is not, sharing not bis lite, 

la evil only as devoid of goodi 

And for the hapjiiness of which I spake, 

I find it in submission to his will, 

And calm trust in the holy Trini^ 

Of Knowledge, Goodness, and Alniighty Power." 

Silently wondering, for a little space, 
Stood the great preacher; then be apaie as one 
Who, suddenly grappling with a haunting thought 
Which long has follow^, whispering through tlis 



" Then," said the stranger, cheerily, " be it so 
What Hell may be I know not; this 1 know— 
I cannot lose the presence of the Lord ; 
One arm, Humility, takes hold upon 
Hia dear Humanity; the other, Love, 
Clasps his Divinity. So where I go 
He goes; and better firc-walled Ilell with Him 
Than go!den^t«d Paradise without." 

Tears sprang in Tauler's eyes. A sudden light, 
Like the first ray which fell on chaos, clove 
Apart the shadow wherein he had walked 
Darkly at noon. And, as the strange old man 
Went his slow way, until his silver hair 
Set hke the white moon where the hills of vine 
Slope to the Rhine, he bowed his head and said : 
" My prayer is answered. God hath sent the mui 
Long sought, to leach me, hy bis sunple trust, 
Wisdom the weary schoolmen never knew." 

So, entering with a changed and cheerful step 
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THe :!ity gates, he saw, far down the street, 

A mighly shadow break the light of noon, 

Which tracing backward till its airy linea 

Hardened to stony plinths, he raised his eyes 

O'er broad ta^e and lot^y pediment, 

O'er architrave and frieze and sainted niehe, 

Up the stone lace-work chiselled by the wise 

£rwin of Htwnbach, dizzily up to where 

In the noon-brightness the great Minster's toner, 

Jewelled with sunbeams on its moral crown, 

Koae like a visible prayer. " Behold ! " he swd,- 

" The stranger's faith made pleun before mine ej-e» 

As yonder tower outstretches to the earth 

The dark triangle of its shade alone 

When the cleai day is shining on its top, 

So, darkness in the pathway of Man's fife 

Is but the shadow of God's proviilence, 

By the great Sun of Wisdom cast thereon ; 

And wha't is dark below is light in Heaven." 



A PIOUS magistrate I sound his praise throughout 
The wondering churches. Who shall henceforth 
doubt 
That the long-wished millennium drawcth nigh ? 
Sin in high places has become devout, 

Tithes mint, goes painfiil-faced, and prays its lio 
Straight up to Heaven, and tails it piety 1 

The pirate, watching from his bloody deck 

TTie weltering galleon, heavy with the gold 
Of Acapulco, holding dealh in check 



While prayers are said, brows crossed, and beads 
arc told— 
The robber, kneeling where the wayside cross 
Ou dark Abruzzo tells of life's dread loss 
From his own carbine, glancing still abroad 
For some new victim, offering thaoka to God ! — 

Boiiie, listening at her altars to the cry 
Of midnight Murder, while her hounds of hell 
Sjour France, from baptized cannon and holv bell 
And thousand-throated priesihood, loud and high, 
Pealing Te Deums lo the shuddering sky, 
" Thanks to the Lord who givcth victory I " 
What prove these, but that crime was ne'er so black 
As ghostly cheer and pious thanks to lack ? 
Satan is modest. At Heaven's door he lays 
His evil offspring, and, in scriptural phrase 
And saintly posture, gives to God the praise 
And honor of the monstrous proreny. 
What marvel, then, in our own tnne to serf 
Hi" old devices smoothly acted o'er — 
Otfitial piety, locking fast the door 
Of Hope against three millinn souls of men — 
Brothers, God's children, Christ's redeemed — and 

With uprolled eyeballs and on bended knee. 
Whining a prayer for help to hide the key 1 



THE VOICES. 

" Why urge the long, unequal fight, 
Since Truth has fallen in the street. 

Or lift anew the trampled light, 

Q'lenched by the heedless million's feet ? 

" Give o'er the thankless task ; forsake 
The fools who know not ill from good } 

Eat, drink, enjoy thy own, and take 
Tbine ease among the multitude. 
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" Live out. thyself; with others share 
Thy proper life no more ; aaaume 

The unconcern of sun arid air, 

For life or death, or blight or bloom. 

" The mountain pine looks ealmlj on 
The fires that scourge tho plains below, 

Nor heeda the eagle in the sun 

The small birda piping in the snow ! 

" The world ia God's, not thine ; let him 
Work out a change, if change must ba 

The hand that planted best can trim 
And nurse the old unfruitful tree." 

So spake the Tempter, when the light 
Of sun and stars had left the sky, 

I listened, through the cloud and night, 
And heard, metliought, a. voice reply : 

"Thy task may well aeem over-hard, 
■Who3< ■ ■• " " -■' 



a thankless soil 
TTiy life as seed, with no reward 
Save that which Duty pves to Toil. 

" Not wholly is thy heart resigned 
To Heaven's benign and just ae«ree, 

Which, hnking thee with all tliy kind, 
Tranamita their joys and griefs to thee. 

« Brejik off that sacred chain, and turn 
Back on thyself thy love and care ; 

Be thou thine own mean idol, burn 

Failh, Hope, and Trust, thy children, there, 



80 sadder lot could FoUy draw, 
Or Sin provoke from Fate, than this. 
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" The meal imaiared is food unblest ; 

Thou hoard'st in rain wiiat love should spend 
Self-ease is psdn ; thy only reel 

la labor for a worthy end. 

"A toil that gains with what it yields, 

And hears, while sowing outward fields, 
The harvest-song of inward peace. 

"Prce-lipped the liberal streamlets run, 
Free shmes for all the healthful ray ; 

The still poo! st^nates in the sun, 
The lurid earth-fire haunts decay I 

" What is it that the crowd reciiiite 

Thy love with hate, thy truth with lies ? 

And but to fililh, and not to sight. 
The walls of Frcudom's temple rise 7 

" Yet do thy work ; it shall succesd 

In thine or in another's day; 
And, if denied the victor's meed. 

Thou shalt not lack the toiler's pay. 

" Faith shares the future's promise ; Love's 

Self-offering is a triumph won ; 
And eai^h mxS thought or action moves 

The dark world nearer to the sun. 

" Then faint not, falter not, nor plead 
Thy weakness ; truth itself is strong ; 

The kon's strength, the eagle's speed, 
Are not alone vouchsafed to wrong. 

" Thy nature, which, through fire and flood, 
To place or g^n finds out its way. 

Hath power to seek the highest good. 
And duty's holiest call obey ! 
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" Strivest thou in darkness ? — Foes withoat 
In league witli traitor thoiigbts within j 

Thy nignt-watth kept with trembling Douht 
And pale Remorse llie ghost of 8m ? — 

" Hast thou not, on some week of storm, 
Seen the sweet Sabbath breaking fair, 

And oloud and shadow, sunHt, form 
The curtains of its tent of prayer ? 

" 80, haply, when thy task shall end. 
The wrong eball lose itself in right, 

And all thy week-day darkness blend 
With the Jong Sabbath of the light I " 



I FOR a knight like Bayard, 
Without reproa<;h or fear ; 

n hia casque of steel, 



My light glov 
My love-kn 



" O ! for the white plume floating 
Sad Zutphen's field above— 

The lion heart in battle, 
The woman's heart in love I 

" O ! that man once more were manly. 
Woman's pride, and not her scorn ; 

That onee more the pale young mother 
Dared to boast ' a man is born ' 1 

" But, now life's slumberous current 
No sun-bowed casoadc wakes ; 

No tall, heroic manhood 
The level d>'Jness breaks. 
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" O I for a knight like Bayard, 
Without reproach or fear ! 

My light glove on his casque of sieel, 
My love-knot on his spear 1" 

Then 1 said, my own heart throbbing 
To the time her proud pulse beat, 

" Life hath its r^al natures yet- 
True, tender, brave, and sweet I 

" Smile not, fair unbeliever I 
One man, at least, I know, 

Who misht wear the crest of Bayard, 
O; S-.iney's plume of snow. 

Died away the Grecian sun. 
And the far Cyllenian ranges 

Paled and (farkened, one by one — 

» Fell the Turk, a bolt of thnnder, 
Cleaving all the quiet sky, 

And a^nst bis sharp steel lightning; 
iStood the Suliote but to die. 

" Woe for the weak and halting I 
The cresi;ent blazed behind 

A curving line of sabres. 
Like fire before the wind ' 

" Last to Hy and first to rally, 
Rode he of whom I speak. 

When, groaning in his bniUe^ath 
Sauk down a wreaided Greek. 

" With the rich Albanian costume 
Wet with inany a ghastly stain 

Gazing on earth and sky as one 
Who might not gaze ^ain 1 
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" He looked forward to the mountains, 

Back on foes tliat never spare. 
Then flung him from hia saddle, 

And placed the stranger there. 

" 'Allah I hu ! ' Through (lashing aabres, 

Through a stormy hail of lead, 
The good Thcaealian chai^er 

Up the slopes of olives aped. 

'• Hot spurred the turhaned riders ; 

He almost felt their breath, 
Where a mountain stream rolled darkly doim 

Betireen the hlUs and death. 

" One brave and manful struggle — 

He g£uned the solid land, 
And the cover of the mounl^ns, 

And the carbines of his band I " 

" It was very ^reat and noble," 
Said the moist>^iyed listener then, 

" But one brave deed makes no hero ; 
Tell me what be since hath been I " 

" Still a brave and generous manhood, 

Sdll an honor without stain. 
In the prison of the Kaiser, 

By the barricades of Seine. 

" But dream not helm and harnesf 

The sign of valor true ; 
Peace hath higher teats of manhood 

Than battle ever knew. 

" Wouldst know him now ? Behold bim, 

The Cadmus of the blind. 
Giving the dumb lip language, 

The idiot clay a mind. 
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" Walking his round of duty 

Serenely day by day, 
With the strong loan's hand of labor 

And childhood's heart of play. 

" True as the knighta of story, 
Sir Lancelot and his peers, 

Brave In his ualm endurance 
As they in tilt of spears. 

"Ah waves in stillest waters. 

As stars in noonday skies, 
All that wakes to noble action 

In his noun of cakonees lies. 

" Wherever outraged Nature 
Asks word or action brave. 

Wherever struggles labor, 
Wherever groans a slave — 

" Wherever rise the peoples. 

Wherever sink a throne, 
The throbbing heart of Freedom finds 

" Knight of a better era, 

Without reproach or fear I 
Stud I not wei! that Bayards 

.Ind Sidneys sdll are here ? " 



MY DEEAM. 

In my dream, methou^ht I trod, 
Yesternight, a mountain road; 
Narrow as Al Sirat's span, 
High as eagle's flight, it ran. 
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MISCflLLAN£OU3. 

Overhead, a, roof of cloud 
With it3 weight of thunder bowed; 
Underneath, to left and right, 
Blaoknesa and abysmal night. . 

Here and there a, wild-flower blushed, 
Now and tbeo a bird-aong gushed; 
Now and then, througli ''i^s of shade, 
Stars shone out, and sunheams played* 

But the goodly company. 
Walking in thai path with me, 
One by one the brink o'erslid, 
One by one the darkness hid. 

Some with wailing and lament. 
Some with cheerful courage went; 
But, of all who smiled or mourned. 
Never one lo us returned. 

Anxiously, with eye and ear, 
Questioainn that iiadow drear 
Never hand in («ken stirred, 
Never answering voice I heard ! 



Steeper, darker I— lo I I felt 
From my feet the pathway melt. 
Swallowed by the Dlack despsur, 
And the hungry jaws of air. 

Past the stony-throated cavea, 
Straasled by the wash of waves, 
Past the sphntered crags, I sank 
On a green and flowery bank — 

Soil as fali of Uiistle-down, 
Lightly as a cloud is blown, 
Soothindy as childhood pressed 
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Of the sharp-homed rocks instead, 
Green the grassy meadows spread, 
Bright with waters singing by 
Trees that propped a golden sky. 

PMnless, trustful, sorrow-free, 
Old lost faces welcomed me, 
With whose sweetness of content 
Still expectant hope was blent. 

Wakin" while the dawning gray 
Slowly brightened into day, 
Pondering that vision fled, 
Thus unto myself I said : 



" So, with painful ^pa we clim 
Up the dizzy ways ot time. 
Ever in the shadow shed 
By the forecast of our dread. 



" And this heart-consuming care, 
All our fears of here or there. 
Change and absence, loss and death, 
Prove but simple lack of faith." 

Thou, O Most Compassionate 1 
Who didst stoop to our estate. 
Drinking ol' the cup we drtun, 
Ti'Cading in our path of pain — 
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MISCELtANROPS. 

Through the doubt and mystery, 
Grant to ua Ihy steps to aec, 
And the grace to draw from thenee 
Larger hope and confidence. 



Whispering, by its ope'ii door: 

" Fear not! He hath gone before !"* 



THE BAREFOOT BOY. 

BlbbsinO'S on thee, little man, 
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan 1 
With thy tumed-up pantaloons, 
And thy merry whistled tunes; 
Wili thy red lip, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill ; 
With the sunshine on thy face. 
Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace: 
From mjr heart I give thee joy — 

Prince thou art — the grown-up man 
Only is republican. 

Let the miUion-dollared ride I 
Barefoot, trudging at his side, 
Thou hast more than he can buy, 
In the reach of ear and eye — 
Outward sunshine, inward joy : 
Blessings on thee, barefoot boy I 

0, for boyhood's painless play, 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day. 
Health that mocks the doctor's rulee, 
Knowledge never learned of schools.. 
Of the wild bee's morning chase. 
Of the wild-flower's time and plat;e. 



THE BAREFOOT BOY. 2 

Flight of fowl and habitude 
Of the tenanls of the wood ; 
How the tortoise bears his shell. 
How the wooduhuek digs hia cell, 
And the ground-mole siaks bis well; 
How the robin feeds her young, 
How the oriole's nest ia hung; 
Where the wiiitest tilies blow, 
Where the freshest berries grow, 
Where the ground-nut trails its fine. 
Where the wood-grape's clusters bMhq; 
Of the black wasp's cunning way, 
Mason of hia walls of clay, 
And the architectural plans 
Of gray hornet artiaans! — 
For, eachewing books and tasks, 
Nature answers all he asks ; 
Hand in hand with her he walks. 
Face to face with her he talks, 
Part and parcel of her joy, — 
Blessings on the barefoot boy I 

O, for boyhood's time of June, 
Crowding years in one brief moon, 
When all things I heard or saw. 
Me, their master, waited for. 
I was rich in Howers and trees, 
Humming-birds and honey-bees; 
For my sport the squirrel played. 
Plied the snouted mole his spade ; 
For my taste the blackberry cone 
Purpled over hedge and stflne ; 
Laughed the brook for my delight 
Through the day and through the night, 
Whiaporing at the garden wall, 
Talked with me from fall to fail ; 
Mine the sand-rimmcd pickerel pond, 
Mine the walnut slopes beyond. 
Mine, on bending orchard trees, 
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MISCELLANKOUS. 

Apples of Hesperides ! 
Still, as my honzon grew, 
Larger grew uy riuhes too ; 
All the world I saw or knew 
Seemed a complex Chinese toy, 
Fashioned for a barefoot hoy I 

0, for festal dainties spread. 
Like my bowl of milk and bread,— 
Pewter spoon and bowl of wood, 
On the door-stone, gray and rude 1 
O'er me, hke a regal tent, 
Cloudy-ribbed, tbe sunset bent, 
Purple-curtained, fringed with gold, 
Looped in many a wind-swung fold ; 
While for musie came the play 
Of the pied frogs' orchestra ; 
And, to light the noisy choir, 
Lit the fly hia lamp of fire. 
I was monarch: pomp and joy 
W^ted on the barefoot boy ! 

Cheerily, then, my little man, 
Live and lau"h, as boyhood can ! 
Thourfi the flinty slopes be hard, 
Stubble-spoared the new-mown sward, 
Every mom shall lead thee through 
Fresh baptisms of the dew ; 
Every evening from thy feet 
Shall the cool wind kiss the heat : 
All too soon these feet must hide 
In the prison cells of pride, 
Loose the freedom of the sod, 
Like a colt's for work be shod, 
Made to tread the mills of toil, 
Up and down in ceaseless moil : 
Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden ground ; 
Happy if they sink not in 
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Quick and treachsroos aanda of sin. 
Ah ! that thou couUst know thy joy, 
Ere it passes, barefoot boy I 



FLOWERS IN WINTER. 



How frtranM to greet, this frosty morn, 
In gracefu! counterfeit of flowers. 

These children of the meadows, born 
Of sunshine and of showers 1 

How well the conscious wood retains 
The pictures of its flower-sown home— 

The lights and shades, the purple stains, 
And golden hues of bloom I 

It was a happy thought to bring 
To the dark season's frost and rime 

This painted memory of spring, 
This dream of summer time. 

Our hearts are lighter for its sake. 
Our fancy's age renews its yontii, 

And dim-remembered fictions take 
The guise of present truth. 

A wizard of the Merrimack — 
So old ancestral legends say — 

Could call green leaf and blossom back 
To frosted stem and spray. 

The dry Iom of the cottage wall, 

Beneath uis touch, put out their learei; 

The clay-bound swallow, at his call, 
Played round the icy eaves. 
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1 MISCELLANEOua. 

IV.' settlor saw his oaken flail 
Take bud, and bloom before hia eyes; 

From frozen pools he saw the pale, 
Sweet Bumnier lilies rise. 

To their old homes, by man profaned, 
Came the sad dryada, exiled long. 

And through their leafy tonguea compliuiied 
Of housMold use and wrong. 

The beechen platter sprouted wild. 
The pinfcin wore its old-time green ; 

The cradle o'er the sleeping child 
Became a leafy screen. 

Haply our gentle friend hath met, 
While wandering in her sylvan quest, 

Haunting his native woodlands yet. 
That Druid of the West ;— 

And, while the dew on leaf and flower 
Glistened in moonlight clear and still, 

fiearned the dusk wizard's spell of power, 
And eaugbt his trick of afcill. 

But welcome, be it new or old, 

The gift which makea the day more bright, 
And paints upon the ground of cold 

And darkness, warmth and light ! 

Without is neither gold nor ereen ; 

Within, for birds, the birch-lc^ sing ; 
Yet, summer-like, we sit between 

The autumn and the spring. 

The one, with bridal blush of rose. 
And sweetest breath of woodland balm, 

And one whose matron lips unclose 
In smiles of saintly calm. 



THE RENDITION. 



O'erlay the amber violet's leaves, 
The purple aster's brookside home, 

Gitatd all the flowers her pencil givea 
A life beyond their bloom. 

And she, when spring comes round ^ain, 
By greening slope and singing flood 

Shall wander, seeking, not in vam, 
Her darlings of the wood. 



THE RENDITION. 

1 HEARD the train's shrill whistle call, 
I saw an earnest look beseech, 
And rather by that look than speech 

My Deighbor told me all. 

And, as I tbonght of Liberty 

Marched haod-culTed down that sworded strae^ 

The solid earth beneath my feet 
Reeled duicj as the sea. 

I felt a sense of bitter loss — 

Shame, tearless grief, and stifling wrath, 

And loathing fear, as if my path 
A serpent stretched across. 

All love of home, all pride of place. 
All generous confidence and trust, 
Sank smothering in that deep disgast 

And anguish of disgrace. 



.,Ck)Ot^lc 



SSa HISCBLLAKEOUe. 

Down on my native hills of Jane, 
And home'a green quiet, hiding all, 
Fell sudden darkness like the fall 

Of midnight upon noon 1 

And Law, an unloosed maniac, strong, 

Blood-drunken, through the blaeknesa trod, 
Hoarse-shouting in the ear of God 

The blasphemy of wrong. 

" O, Mother, from thy memories proud, 
Thy old renown, dear Commonwealth, 
Lend this dead aar a breeze of health, 

And smite with stai^ this cloud. 

" Mother of Freedom, wise and brave, 
Rise avrful in thy strength," I «ud ; 
Ah, me I I spake but (o the dead ; 

I stood upon her grave I 
Sbffl month, 1SS4. 



I BAiD 1 Stood upon thy grave. 

My Mother Stale, when last the moon 
Of blossoms clomb the skies of June, 

And, scattering ashes on my head, 
I wore, undreaming of relief. 
The sackcloth of thy shame and grieC 

Again that moon of blossoms shines 
On leaf and flower and folded wing. 
And thou hast risen with the spring t 
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Once more thy Btronc maternal arms 
Are round about thy children flung — 
A lioness tliat guards her young I 

No threat ia on thy closed Up3, 
But in thine eye a power to smite 
The mad wolf backward from its light 

Southward the baffled robber's track 
Henceforth runs only ; hereaway. 
The fell iycanthrope finds no prey. 

Henceforth, within thy sacred gates, 
His first low howl shall downward draw 
The thunder of thy righteous law. 

Not mindless of thy trade and gtun. 
But, acting on the wiser plan, 
Thou'rt grown conservative of man. 

So shalt thou clothe with life the hope, 
Dream-painted on the aghtless eyes 
Of him who sang of Paradise — 

The vision of a Christian man, 
In virtue as in stature great, 
Embodied in a Christian Stale. 

And thou, amidst thy sasterhood 
Porbearing long, yet standing fast, 
Shalt mn their grateful thanks at last ; 

When North and South shall strive no more 
And all their feuds and fears be lost 
In Freedom's holy Pentecost. 
dh nuMlA, 1S55. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



THE FEUIT-GIFT. 



IjAST night, iuat as the tints of autumn's skj 
Of auDset raded from our bills and streams, 
1 sat, vaEiie listening, lapped in twilight dreama, 
To the IbeJ'b rustle, and the cricket's ury. 
Then, like that basket, fiush with summer fruit, 
Dropped by the aogela at the Prophet's foot, 
Came, unannounced, a^fl: of clustered sweetness, 

Full-orbed, and glowing with the prisoned beams 
Of snomierj' suns, and, rounded to completeness 
By kisses of iJie south wind and the dew- 
Thrilled with a glad surprise, methought 1 knew 
The pleasure of the homeward-turning Jew, 
When Eschol's clusters on hia shoulders lay, 
Dropping their sweetness on hi^ desert way. 

I a^d, " This fruit beseems no world of an, 
Its parent vine, rooted in Paradise, 
O'ertrept the wall, and never paid the price 
Of the great mischief — an ambrosial tree, 
Eden's exotic, somehow smuggled in, 

To keep the thorns and Imstles company." 
Perchance our frful, sad mother plucked in haste 

A single vine-slip as she passed tbe gate. 
Where the dread sword, alternate paled and 
burned. 
And the stern angel, pitying her fate, 
Forgave the lovely trespasser, and turned 
A^de his face of fire ; aud thus the waste 
And fallen world hath yet its annual taste 
Of primal good, to prove of sin the cost, 
And show by one gfeaned ear tbe mighty harvest 
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A MEMOBT. 



Hbke, wMle the loom of Winter weaTsa 
The shroud of flowers and fountains, 

I think of thee and Summer ev«9 
Among the Kortliem mountains. 

When thunder tolled the twilight's clonei 
And winds the lake were rude on, 

And thou wert singing, (7a' ike Yovies, 
The bonny jomea of Cluden 1 

When, close and closer, hushing hreath, 
Our oircle narrowed round thee. 

And smiles and tears made up the wreath 
Wherewith our alenee orowned tbee ; 

And, strangers all, we felt the ttea 

Of sisters and of brothers ; 
Ah 1 whose of all those kindly eyes 

Now amUe upon another's V 

The sport of Time, who still apart 

The waofs of life is flinging ; 
1 never more shall heart to heart 

Draw nearer for that eingiig 1 

Yet when the panes are frosty-starred, 
And twilight's fire is gleaimng, 

1 hear the songs of Scotland's bard 
Sound softly thi-ough my dreaming! 

A song that lends io winter snows 
The glow of summer weather — 

Again I hear thee ca' the yowes 
To Cluden's hills of heather 1 
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To c. a 



If 1 have seemed more prompt to cenaure wroDg 
Than pr^se the Hght; if seldom to thine ear 
My voiee hath mimiled with the exultant cheer 
Borne upon all our Northern winds along ; 
Jf I have failed Ifl join the fitkle throng 
In wide-eyed wonder, that thou atandest atrong 
In victory, surprised in thee to find 
Brougham's scathing power with Canning's graco 

combined ; 
That he, for whom the ninefold Muses sang, 
From their twined arms a giant athlete sprang, 
Barbing the arrows of his native tongue 
With the spent shafts Latona's archer flung, 
To smite the Python of our land and time. 
Fell as the monster bom of Crissa's slime, 
Like the blind hard who in Castalian springs 
Tempered the steel that clove the crest of kings, 
And on the ahrine of England's freedom laid 
The gifts of Cums and of Delphi's shade — 
Small need hast thou of words of praise from me. 
Thou knowest my heart, dear friend, and well 

canst guess 
That, even though silent, I have not the less 
Rejoiced to see thy actual life agree 
With the large future which I shaped for thee, 
When, years ago, beside the summer sea. 
White in the moon, we saw the long waves fall 
Baffled and broken from the rocky wall, 
That, t« the menace of the brawling flood, 
Opposed alone its massive quietude, 
Cahn as a fate ; with not a leaf nor vine 
Nor birch-spray trembling in the sdll moonshine, 
Crowning it like God's peace. I sometimes think 
That Dight-scene by the sea prophetical — 



THE KANSAS EMIGBANTS. 241 

(For nature apeaka in aymbola and in aigng, 
And through her pictures human fate divines) — ■ 
That rofik, wheretrom we saw the billowa aink 

In murmuring rout, uprising clear and tall 
In the white light of heaven, the type of one 
Who, momentiy by Error'a host assailed, 
Standa strong as Truth, in greaves of granita 
mailed ; 

And, traniiuil-frontfld, liatening over all 
rbe tumult, bears the angels say. Well done I 



THE KANSAS EMIGEANTS. 

We crosa the prairie aa of old 
The pilgrims crossed the sea, 

To make the West, as they the East, 
The homestead of the free I 



And plant be^de the cotton-tree 
The ragged Northern pine I 

We're flowing from our native hilla 

As our free rivers flow ; 
TLe blessing of our Mother-land 



We go to plant her common schooli 
On distant prairie swells, 

And give the Sabbatha of the wild 
The music of her bells. 

UpbearioE, like the Ark of old, 

The Bible in our van, 
We go to test the truth of God 

Against Che fraud of man. 
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NopiWEe, nor rest, save where tte Btreai 

teat feed tlie Kansas run, 
Save where our I'ilgriin gonfalon 

Shall Bout the setting sua 1 

Well tread the prMne aa of old 

Our fathers sailed the sea, 
And make the West, as they the East, 

The homestead of the &ee I 



50NG OF SLAVES IN THE DESERT.« 



Where are we going, Rubee ? 

Lord of peoples, lord of lands. 
Look across these shining sands. 
Through the fiirnace of the noon. 
Through the white light of the moon. 
Strong the Ghiblee wind is blowing, 
Strange and large the world is growing 1 
Speak and tell us where we are going, 
Where are we going, Rubee ? 

Bomou land was rich and good, 
Wells of water, fields of food, 
Dourra fields, and bloom of bean, 
And the palm-tree cool and green ; 
Bornou laud we see no longer. 
Here we thirst and here we hunger. 
Here the Moor-man smites in anger ; 
Where are we going, Rubee ? 

Wben we went from Bomou land, 
We were like the leaves and sand, 
We were many, we are few ; 
Life has one, and death has two : 
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Wlutoned boaea our path are showing, 
Thou All-aeeing, thou All-knowing I 
Hear us, tell us, where are we going. 
Where are we going, Rubee r 



e gray; 

Wild the waves of sand are flowing, 
Hot Ihe winds above them blotsing, — 
Lord of all things I — whore are we goiog ? 
Where are we going, Rubee ? 

We are weak, but Thou art strong ; 
Short our lives, but Thine is long; 
We are blind, but Thou hast eyes ; 
We are fools, but Thou art wise 1 

Thou, our morrow's pathway knowing 
Through the strange world round us growing 
Hear us, tell as where are we going, 
Where are we going, Rubee V 



The age is dull and mean. Men creep. 
Not walk ; with blood (oo pale and tame 
To pay the debt they owe to shame ; 

Bir? chea[>, sell dear ; eat, drink, and sleep 
Down-pillowed, deaf to moaning want; 

Pay tithes for soul-insurance ; keep 
Six days to Mammon, one to Cant. 
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m MISCELLANEOUS. 

In such a time, give tbanks lo God, 
That somewhat of lh« hoir raire 
Wilh which the projihets in their age 

On all its decent eecmiiigs trod, 
Has set your feet upon the lie, 

That man and ox and soul and clod 
Are market stock to selL aad buy 1 

The hot words from your lips, my own, 
To caution trained, might not repeat; 
But, if some tares among the wheat 

IB thought and deed were sown, 
o common wrong provoked your zeal ; 
The silken gauntlet that is thrown 
In Buch a quarrel rings like steel. 

TTie brave old strife the fathers saw 
For Freedom calls for men agiun 
Like those who battled not in vaja 

For England's Charter, Alfred's law ; 
And right of speech and trial Just 

Wage in your name their ancient war 
With venal courts and perjured trust 

God's ways seem dark, but, soon or late. 

They touch the shining hills of day ; 

The evil cannot brook delay. 
The good can well aft'ord to wait. 

Give ermined knaves their hour of crime 
Ye have the future grand and great, 

The safe appeal of Truth to Tune ! 



THE NEW EX0PU8.« 

St fire and cloud, across the desert sand, 
And through the parted waves. 
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THE NKW KXODUe. 



Dead as the letter of the Pentateuch, 

As Egypt's statues cold, 
In the adytum of the sacred book 

Now stands that marvel old. 

" Lo, God is great 1 " the simple Moslem says. 

We seek ihe ancient dale, 
Turn the dry scroll, and make that living phrase 

A dead one : " God leas great I " 

And, like the Coptic monks by Mousa'a neUs, 

We dream of wonders past, 
Vfgue as the tales the tvaudering Arab tells, 

£acb drowsier than the last. 

O fools and blind 1 Above the Pyramids 

Stretches onee more that hand. 
And tranced Egj'pt, from her atony lids, 

X'liiigs back her veil of sand. 

And moming-smitteii Meninon, singing, wakes; 

And, listening by hia Nile, 
O'er Ammon'a grave and awfid visage breaks 

A sweet and human smile. 

Kot, as before, with hail and fire, and call 

Of death for midnight graves. 
But in the sdllnesa of the noonday, fell 

The fetters of the slaves. 

No longer through the Red Sea, as of old, 

The DOndmen walk dry shod ; 
Through human hearts, by love of H'"i controlled, 

Runs now that path of God I 
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THE HASCmSH. 

Of all that Orient lands can Taunt 
Of marrels with our own competing, 

The strangest b the Haschish plant, 
And what will follow on its eating 

What pictures (o the taster rise. 

Of Dervish or of Almeh dances 1 
Of Elilis, or of Paradise, 

Set ail aglow wilb liouri glances 1 

The poppy Tisions of Cathay, 

The heavy beer-trance of the Suabian; 
The wizard Ilgbts and demon pla^ 

Of nights Walpui^ and Arahian I 

The Mollah and the Christian dog 

Change place in mad metempsychods; 

The Muezzin climbs the synagogue, 
The Rabbi shakes his beard at Moses I 

The Arab by his desert well 

Sits choosing from some Calipb's daugliteM)' 
And bears his dngle camel's bell 

Sou ad welcome to bis regal quarters. 

The Koran's reader makes compMnt 
Of Shitan dancing on and off it ; 

The robber offers alms, the saint 
Drinks Tokay and blasphemes the Prophet 

Snch scenes diat Eastern plant awakes ; 

But we have one ordained to beat it. 
The HascUsh of the West, which makes 

Or fools or knaves of all who eat it. 
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The man of peace, about wkoae dreams 
The Bweet nuUennial angels cluster, 

Tastes the mad weed, and plots and schemes, 
A raving Cuban fi^buster I 

The noisiest Democrat, with ease, 
It turns to Slavery's parish beadle ; 

The shrewdest statesman eats and sees 
Due southward point the polar needle. 

The Judge partakes, and sits ere long 
Upon his oench a railing blackguard ; 

Decides off-hand that right ia wrong, 

And reads the ten conuuandments backward 

O, potent plant I ao rare a taale 
Has never Turk or Gentoo gotten ; 

The hempen Haschish of the l.ast 
la powerless to our Westeru Cotton ! 



c, Google 



c, Google 



c, Google 



c, Google 



MAKY GAEVIN. 

Fbom the heart of Waumbek Metbaa, trom the- 

lake that never fails, 
Falls the Saco in the greea lap of Conway's intep' 

There, in nild and vii^u freshaeas, its waters foam 

and flow. 
Am when Darby Pield first saw them, two hundred 



Bat, vexed in all ita seaward coarse witli biidgea, 

dams, aod nulls, 
How changtid is Saco's stream, how lost Its freedom 

of the hills. 
Since travelled Jocelyn, factor Yinea, and stately 

Champernoon 
Heard on its banks the gray wolTs howl, the tram- 

pet of the loon 1 

With smoking axle hot with speed, with steeds of 

lire and steam, 
'^de-naked To-day leaves Yesterday behiod him 

like a dream. 
Stili, from the hurrying train of Life, fly backward 

far a[id faist 
'Iba Milestones of the fathers, the landmarks ot tbs 

past. 
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But human hearts remain unchanged : the soiroif 

and the sin, 
The loves and hopes and fears of old, are to out 

And, in the tales our fathers told, the songs oat 

mothers sung, 
Tradition, snowy-bearded, leans on Romance, e»M 

young. 

0, sharp-lined man of traffic, on Saco'a banks to- 

daj-l 
O, mill-girl watching late and long the shuttle*! 

restless play I 
Let, for the once, a listening ear the working hand 

beguile, 
And lend ray old Frorincial tale, as suits, a tear ot 



The evenin| gun had sounded from gray Fort 

Mary^ walls; 
Through the forest, tike a wild beast, roared and 

plunged the Saco'a falls. 

And westward on the sea-wind, that damp and 

gusty grew. 
Over cedars darkening inland the smokes of Spui^ 

vrink blew. 

On the hearth of Farmer Garvin blazed the crack- 
ling walnut log; 

Kght and left sat dame and goodman, and between 
tnem lay the dog. 

Head on pans, and t^ slow wagging, and be^do 

him on her mat, 
Siting drowsy in the fire-light, vdnked and purred 

the mottled cat 



" Twenty yeara !" said Goodman Garvin, speaking 

sadly, under breath, 
And his gray head slowly shaking, as one who 

speaks of death. 

The Goodwife dropped her needles : " It is twenty 

years, to-day, 
Sir.ce the Indians fell on Saco, and stole our child 

Then they sank into the silence, for each knew tha 

other's thought, 
Of a great and common sorrow, and words were 

needed not. 

" Who knocks ? " cried Goodman Garvin. Tha 

door was open thrown ; 
On two strangers, man and maiden, cloaked and 

furred, the fire-light shone. 

One with courteous gesture lifted the bear-skin 

from his head : 
" Lives here Elkanah Garvin ? " " I am he," the 

Goodman said. 

" Sit ye down, and dry and warm ye, for the night 

is chill with rain." 
And the Goodwife drew the settle, and stirred tlie 

Hie maid unclasped her cloak-hood, the fire-light 

E listened lair 
irge, moist eyes, and over soft folds of dark 
brown hair. 

Pame Garvin looted upon her : " It is Mary's self 

ell me, has my 



•* My name indeed ia Mary," said the stranger, sob- 
bing wild ; 

" Will you be to me a mother 7 I am Mary Gtay 
■vin's child ! 

« She deepa by wooded Simcoe, but on her dying 

She bade my fattier take me to her kinsfolk far 

" And when the priest besought her to do me no 

such wron", 
Bhe said, ■ May God for^ve me I I hare closed my 

heart too !ong. 

* ' When I hid me from my father, and shut out 

my mother's call, 
T sinned against those dear ones, and the Father 



" ' Christ's love rebukes no home-love, breaks no 

tie of kin apart: 
Better heresy in doctnne, than heresy of heart 

" ' Tell me not the Church must censure : she wlw 

wept the Cross beside 
Never made her own flesh strangers, noi the cliumB 

of blood denied ; 

" • And if she who wronged her parenle, with her 

child atones to them. 
Earthly daughter, Heavenly mother I tfaon at least 

wilt not condemn 1 ' 



" So, upon her death-bed lying, n 
As we come to do her bidi^ng, so 
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"God be praiaed ! " said Goodwife Garrin, "He 

taketh, and he gives; 
He woundetb, but he healetb ; in ber cliild our 

daughter lives." 

" Amen I " the old man answeired, as be brnflhed a 

tear away. 
And, kneeling by his hearth-stone, said, with rerer- 

ence, " Let us pray." 

Al! ifa Oriental symbols, and its Hebrew para- 
phrase, 

Warm with earnest hfe and feeling, rose his prayer 
of'love and praise. 

But he started at beholding, as he rose from off hia 

The stranjjer cross his forehead with the sign ot 
Papistrie. 

" What is this ? " cried Farmer Garvin. " la aa 

English Christian's home 
A chapel or a mass-house, that yoa make the wgn 

of Rome ? " 

Then the young mrl knelt beside him, kissed hig 

trembling hand, and cried : 
" O, forbear to chide my father ; in that faith my 

mother died I 

" On her wooden cross at Simcoe the dews and 

sunshine fall, 
As they fall on Spurwink's graveyard ; and tbs 

dear God watches all I " 

The old man stroked (he fair head that rested on 

his knee ; 
■• Tour words, dear child," he answered, " are Giod'i 

rebuke to me. 



"Creed and rite perchance may differ, yet on* 

faith aad hope be one r 
Let me he your fetlier'a father, let Lim be to me a 



When the horn, on Sabbath morning, through tho 

atili and frosty air, 
rrom Spurwink, Pool, and Blaek Point, called to 

sermon and tfl prayer, 

To the goodly house of worship, where, in order 

due and fit, 
As by public vote directed, classed and ranked the 

Miatres3 first and goodwife after, clerkly scjuira 

before the clown, 
From the brave coat, lace-embroidered, to the gray 

frock, shading down ; 

Prom the pulpit read the preacher ; " Goodman 

(xarvin and hia wife 
Pain would thank the Lord, whose kindness hai 

followed them through life, 

** Por the great and crowning mercy, that their 

daii^ter, from the wild, 
Where she rests (they hope in Grod's peace), ha* 

sent to them her child ; 

" And the prayers of all God's people they ask that 

they may prove 
Wot unworthy, through their weakness, of sneh 

special proof of love." 

As the preacher prayed, uprising, the i^d coupl* 
And the fair Canadian also, in her modest maidea^ 



Thought the elders, grave and douhting, " She u 

Papist born and bred ; " 
Hought the young men, " ' Tia an angel in Mai; 

Garvin's stead ! " 



MAUD MULLER. 



Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 
Of simple beauty and rustic health. 



The Judge rode slowly down the lane. 
Smoothing his horse's chestnut mane. 

He drew his bridle in the shade 

Ol' Ihe apple-trees, to greet the maid. 
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And blushed as she gave it, looking down 
On her feel so bare, and her tatlered gown. 

" Thanks I " said the Judge, " a sweeter draught 
From a fairer hand was never quaffed." 



And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, 
And her graceful ankles bare and brown ; 

And listened, while a pleased surprise 
Looked from her long-laahed hazel eyea. 



Maud MuUer looked and siahed : "Ah, me 1 
That I the Judge's bride might be 1 

" He would dress me up in silks so fine, 
And praise and toast me at his wine. 

" My father should wear a broadcloth coat } 
My brother should sail a painted boat. 

" I'd dress my mother so grand and gay. 
And the baby should have a new toy each day 
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" No doubtful balance of rights and wronga, 
Nor weary lawyers witk endless tonguea, 

" But low of cattle and sons of birds, 
And bealtb and quiet and toving words." 

But lie tliought of bis sisters proud and cold, 
And bis mother vain of her raok and gold. 



He wedded a wife of richest dower, 
"Who lived for fashion, as he for power. 

Yet oft, in bis marble hearth's bright glo» 
He watched a picture come and «o : 

And sweet Maud MuUer'a hazel eyes 
Looked out in their innocent surprise. 
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Oft, when the wine in hia glaaa waa red, 
He longed for the wajside well instead ; 



And the proud man sighed, with a 
"Ah, that I were free again 1 



She wedded a man unlearned and poor. 
And many children played round her door. 



And oft, when the summer sun shone hot 
On the new-mown hay in the meadow lot, 

And she heard the little spring hroob fall 
Over the roadside, through the wall. 



And, gazing down with timid grace. 
She felt his pleased eyes read her face. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls 
Stretched away into stately halb , 



And for him who sat by the chimney lug, 
Dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 
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A manly form at her side she saw, 
And joy was duty and love was law. 

Then sbe took up her burden of life ^ain. 
Saying only, " It might have been." 

Alas for maiden, alaa for Judge, 

For rich repiner and household drudge I 

God pity them both ! and pity us all. 
Who v^nly the dreams of youth retail. 



Ah, well I for us all some sweet hope lies 
Deeply buried from human eyes ; 

And, in the hereafter, angels may 
Roll the stone from iCs gi-ave away 1 



THE RANGER. 

Robert Rawi.inI— Frosts were falling 
When the ranger's horn was calling 

Through the woods to Canada. 
Gone the winter's sleet and snowing, 
Gone the springtime's bud and blowing, 
Gone the summer's harvest mowing, 

And agfun the fields are gray. 

Yet away, he's away ! 
Funt and fainler hope is growing 

In the hearts that mourn bis stay. 
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Glares o'er wood and wave awaj'. 
Faintly thenco, as pines far sigluiig, 
Or aa thunder spent and dying. 
Come tlie challenge and replying. 

Come the sounds of flight and fray. 

Well-a-dayl Hope and pray! 
Some are living, some are lying 

In their red graves far away. 

Straggling rangers, worn with dangers, 
Homeward fanng, weary etrangera 

Pass the farm-gate on their way ; 
Tidings of the dead and living. 
Forest march and ambush, giving, 
Tin the mcudens leave their weavmg, 

And the laxis fomct their play. 

" Still away, etjlfaway 1 " 
Sighs a sad one, sick with grieving, 

'• Why does Robert still delay 1 

Nowhere fairer, sweeter, rarer, 
Does the golden-louked fruitrbearer 

Through his painted woodlands stray, 
Than where hill-side oaks and beeches 
Overlook the long, blue reaches. 
Silver coves and pebbled beaches, 

And green islea of Casco Bay ; 

Nowhere day, for delay. 
With a tenderer look beseeches, 

" Let me with my charmed earth stay 

On the graan-landa of the mainlands 
Stands the serried corn like train-bands, 

Plume and pennon rustling gay ; 
Out at sea, the islands wooded, 
Silver birchoa, golden-hooded, 
Set with maples, crimson-blooded, 

White sea-foam and sand-hills gray. 

Stretch away. &r away. 

Coojik 



THE RANdER. : 

Dim and dieamy, over-brooded 
By the Iiazy autumn day. 

Gayly chattering to the clattering 

Of the brown nuls downward pattering. 

Leap the eijuirrels, red and gray. 
On the grass-land, on the fallow. 
Drop the apples, red and yeDow ; 
Drop the russet pears and mellow, 

Drop the red leaves all the day. 

And away, swift away 
Sun and cloud, o'er hill and hollow 

Chasing, weave their web of play. 

" Martha Mason, Martha Mason, 
Prithee tell us of the reason 

Why you mope at home to-day r 
Surely smiling is not ainuing ; 
Leave your quilUng, leave your spinning ; 
What is all your store of linen, 

If your heart is never gav ? 

Come away, come away ! 
Never yet did sad beginnins 

Make the task of liTe a play," 

Overbending, tiU she's blending 
With the ilaxeu skein she's tcndiog, 

Pale brown tresses smoothed away 
From her face of patient sorrow, 
Sits she, seeking but to borrow. 
From the IremWing hope of morrow, 

Solace for the weary day. 

" Go j-our way, laugh and play ; 
Unto Ilim who heeds the sparrow 

And the lily, let me pray." 

" With our rally, rings the valley — 
Join us!" cried the blue-eyed Nelly ; 
" Join us ! " cried the laughing May : 



..Cioot^k 



" To the beach we all are going, 
And, to save the task of rowiog, 
West by north the wind is blowing, 

Blowing briskly down the bay I 

Come away, come away I 
Time and tide are swiftly fiowing. 

Let UE take them while we may 1 

" Never tell us that youll fail us, ' 
Where the purple beach-plum melloiro 

On the bluffs so wild and gray. 
Hasten, for the oars are falling ; 
Hark, our merry mates are calling! 
Time it is that we were all in, 

Sin^ng tideward down the bay t" 

" Nay, nay, let me stay ; 
Sore and sad for Robert Eawlin 

Is my heart," she said, "to-day." 

" Vain your calling for Rob Rawlin I 
Some red squaw his moose-meat's broiling, 

Or some French lass, singing gay ; 
Just forget aa he's forgetting ; 
What ayaiU a life of iretting? 
If some stars must needs be setting. 

Others rise as good as they." 

" Cease, I pray ; go your way I " 
Martha cries, her eyehds wetting ; 

" Foul and false the words you sa^ 

" Martia Mason, hear to reason 1 
Prithee, put a kinder face on I " 

" Cease to vex me," did she say ; 
"Better at his side be lying, 
With the mournful pine-trees ^ghing 
And the wild birds o'er us crying. 

Than to doubt like mine a prey ; 

While away, for away, 
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" When the shadows veil tie meadows, 
Acd tlie sunset's golden ladilera 

Sink from twilight's walla of gray — 
From the window of my dreaming, 
I can see his uckle gleaming, 
Cbeery-Toiced, can hear him teaming 

Down the locust-shaded way ; 

But away, swift away 
Fades the fond, delusive seeming. 

And I kneel, again to pray. 

"When the growing dawn is showing, 
And the barn-yard cock is crowing, 

And the homed moon pales away : 
From a dream of him awaking. 
Every sound my heart is making 
Seems a footstep of his taking ; 

Then I hush the thought, and say, 

'Nay, nay, he's awayl' 
Ah I my heart, my heart is breaking 

For the dear one far away." 

Look up, Martha I worn and swarthy, 
Glows a face of manhood worthy : 

" Robert I " " Martha ! " all they saj 
O'er went wheel and reel t<^ther. 
Little cared the owner whither ; 
Heart of lead is heart of feather. 

Noon of night is noon of day 1 

Come away, come away I 
When such lovers meet each other. 

Why should prying idlera stay ? 

Quench the timber's fallen embers, 
Quench the red leaves in December*! 
Hoary rime and chilly spray. 
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But the hearth shall kindle clearer. 
Household welcomes sound Bincerer, 
Heart to loving heart draw nearer, 

When the briiJal bells shall say ; 

" Hope and pray, trust alway; 
Life is sweeter, love is dearer, 

For the trial and delay 1' 
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LATER POEMS. 

1M6-7. 
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LATER POEMS. 



THE LAST WALK IN AUTUMN. 



BR the bire woods, whose outetretcbed hands 
Plead with the leaden heavens in vain, 

1 Bee, beyond the valley lands, 

The sea's long level dim with rain. 
Around rae all fliinna, stark and dumb. 
Seem praying for the snows to come. 
And, for the summer bloom and greennes gone, 
With muter's sunset lights and dazzling mora 



Along the river's summer wait, 

The withered tufts of asters nod ; 
And trembles on its arid stalk, 

The hoar plume of the golden-rod. 
And on a ground of aombre fir, 
And azure-studded juniper, 
The silver birch its buds of purple shows, 
4nd scarlet berries tell where oloomed the awerf 
wild rose 1 



With mingled sound of horns and bells, 
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Two dusky lines eonverned in one, 

Chasing the south waiii-fljing sun ; 
While the brave snow-bird and the hardy jay 
Call to them from the pines, as if to bid them stay. 



1 passed this way a year ago : 

The wind blew south ; the noon of day 
Was warm as June's ; and save that snow 

Fletked the low mountains far away, 
And that the vernal-seemin" breeze 
Mooked faded grass and letSess trees, 
1 might have dreamed of summer as I lay, 
Watching the fallen leaves with the soft wind at 
play. 

Since then, the winter blasts have piled 

The white pagodaa of the snow 
On these rough slopes, and, strong and wild, 

Ton river, m its overflow 
Of spring-time rain and sun, set free, 
Crashed with its ices to the sea ; 
And over these gray fields, then green and gold. 
The summer corn has waved, the thunder's organ 



Kich gift of God I A year of time I 

What pomp of rise and shut of day. 
What hnes wherewith oar Northern clime 

Makes autumn's dropping woodlands gay. 
What airs outblown from ferny dells, 
And clover-bloom and sweet-brier smells. 
What songs of brooks and birds, what fniita and 

flowers, 
Green woods and moonlit snows, have in its round 



THE LAST WALK IN AUTUMM. 



1 know not how, in other lands, 

The changiDg seasona come and go ; 
What splendors faU od Sjrian aanifi, 

What purple lights on Alpine snow I 
Sor how the pomp of sunrise wMl8 
On Venice at her watery gaten; 
A dream alone to me ia Amo'a vale, 
And the Alhambra's halls are hut a traveller's tale 



Xot, on life's current, he who drifts 

Is one with him who rows or s^ls ; 
And he who wanders widest, liila 

No more of beaul;^'s jealous veils 
Than he who from Ins doorway sees 
The miracle of flowers and trees. 
Feels the warm Orient in the noonday air. 
And from cloud minarets hears the sunset call ta 
prayer I 

IX. 
The eye may well be glad, that looks 

Where Pharpar's fount^na rise and fall ; 
But he who sees his naljve brooks 

Laugh in the sun, has seen them all. 
The marble palaues of Ind 
Bise round him in the snow and wind, 
From his lone sweet-brier Persian Haliz smiles. 
And Home's cathedral awe is in his woodland 
aisles. 



And Ibuj it is my fancy blends 

The near at hand and far and rare ; 

And while the same horizon bends 
Above the silver-sprinkled hair, 

Which flashed the lighc of morning skiet 

On childhood's wonder-lifted eyea, 
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Within ita round of sea aiid sky and field. 
Earth nlieela with all ber zoDea, tlie Kosmoa standi 
revealed. 



And thus the sick man on his bed, 

The toiler to his task-worli; bound, 
Behold then- prison-walls outspread, 

Their clipped horizon niden round 1 
While freedom'^ving fancy waits, 
Like Fetet^a angel at the gates, 
The jiower is theira to baffle care and pain. 
To bring the lost world baek, and make it thein 



What lack of goodly eompany, 

When maaterg of the ancient lyre 
Obey my call, and trace for me 

Their words of mingled tearg and fire I 
I talk with Bacon, grave and wise, 
1 read the world with Pascal's eyes ; 
And priest and sage, with solemn brows austere, 
And poets, garland-bound, the Lords of Though^ 



Metbinks, O friend, I hear thee say, 

" In \ain the human heart we mock; 
Bring living guesta who love the day. 
Not ghosts who fly at crow of cock I 
The herbs we share with flesh and blood. 
Are better than ambrosial food, 
With laurelled shades." I grant it, nothing loth, 
But doubly blest is he who can partake of both. 
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And watched his puritanic face, 

With more tban Eastern wisdom lit ? 
Shrewd mystic I who, upon the back 
Of his Poor Richard's Ahnanack, 
Writing the Sufi's song, the Gentoo's dream. 
Links Slenu's age of tiiought to Fulton's age of 
steam I 



Here too, of answering love secure, 

Have I not welcomed to my hearth 
The sentie pilgrim troubadour, 

WBose songs have girdled half the earth ; 
Whose pages, like the magic mat 
Whereon the Eastern lover sat, 
Have borne me over Ehioe-land'a purple vines. 
And Nubia's tawoy saads, and Phrj-gia's mountain 
pines! 



Aod he, who to the lettered wealth 

Of ages, adds the lore unpriced, 

The wisdom and the moral health. 

The ethies of the school of Christ ; 
The statesman to his holy trust 
As the Athenian arohon just, 
Struck down, exiled like him for truth alone, 
JIas he not graced my home with beauty all Ins oi 



What greednm smile, what farewells wave. 

What loved ones enter and depart 1 
The good, the beautiful, the brave. 

The Heaven-lent treasures of the heart ! 
How conscious seems the frozen sod 
And beechen slope whereon they trod ! 
The oak-leaves rustle, and the dry grass bends 
Beneath the shadowy feet of lost or abM 
iiiends. 
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Then ask not nhy to these blejk hilla 

I oliug, as clinga tbe tufted moss, 
To bear the winter's lingering chills, 

The mocking spring's perpetual loss. 
I dream of lauds where summer smilea. 
And soft winds blow from spiay islea, 
But scarce would Ceylon's breath of flowers be 

sweet, 
Could I not feel thj soil. New England, at my 
feet I 

xrx. 

At times I long for gentler sties, 

And batbe in dreams of softer air, 
But homesick tears would fill the eyes 

That saw the Cross without the Bear. 
The pine must whisper to the palm. 
The north wind break the trcrpic calm ; 
And with the dreamy languor of the Line, 
The North's keen virtue blen"!, and strength to 
beauty join. 



Better to st«m with heart and hand 
The roaring tide of life, than lie. 
Unmindful, on its flowery strand. 
Of God's occasons drifting by I 
Better with naked nerve to bear 
The needles of this goading air, 
Than, in the lap of sensual ease, forego 
The Godlike power to do, the Godlike Mm fai 



Home of my heart I to me more fair 
Than gay Versailles or Windsor's halb, 

The painted, shingly town-house where 
The freeman's vote for Freedom falls ! 
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The siinple roof where prayer ia made, 

Than Gothic ^roin and colonade ; 
The liviog temple of the heart of man, 
Than Rome's sky-mocking vault, or many-^iiwl 
Milan I 



More dear thy equal village schools. 

Where rich and poor the Bible read. 
Than elasMO halla where Priestcraft rules, 

And Learning wears the chains of Creed; 
Thy glad Thanksgiving, gathering in 
The scattered sheaves irf bome and kin, 
Than the mad license following Lenten pains. 
Or holydays of slaves who laugh and dance in 
ch^na. 



And sweet homes nestle in these dates, 

And perch along these wooded swells ; 
And, blest beyond Arcadian vales. 

They hear the sound of Sabbath bellsl 
Here dwells no perfect man sublime, 
Nor woman winged before her time. 
But with the faults and follies of the race. 
Old home-bred virtues held their not unhonored 
place. 



Here manhood stru^les for the sake 

Of mother, Mster, daughter, wife, 
The graces and the loves which mske 

The music of the march of life ; 
And woman, in her daily round 
Of duty, walks on holy ground. 
No nnpaid menial tUls the soil, nor here 
b the bad lesson learned at human righto to 
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Then let the icy North wind blow 

The trumpets of the coming storm, 
To arrowy sleet and blinding snow 

Yon slanting lines of rain transform. 
Young hearts shall b^l the drilled cold, 
As eayly as I did of old ; 
And £ who watch them through the frosty pane, 
Unenvious, live in them my boyhood o'er agMn. 

XXVI. 

And I will trust that He who heeds 

The life that hides in mead and wold, 
Who hangs yon alder's crimson beads, 

And stains these mosses green and gold. 
Will still, as He bath done, incline 
His gracious care to me and mine ; 
Grant what we ask aright, from wrong debar. 
And, as the earth grows dark, make brighter everr 



I have hot seen, I may not see, 

My hopes for man take form in fact, 
But God will ^ve the victory 

In due time ; in that faith I act 
And he who sees the future sure, 
The baffling present may endure. 
And bless, meanwhile, the unseen Hand that leads 
The heart's desires beyond the halting step of 



And thou, my song, I send thee forth. 
Where harsher songs of nune have flown 

Go, find a place at home and hearth 
Where'er thy singer's name is known ; 

Eevive for him the kindly thought 

Of friends ; and they who love mm no^ 
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THH MAYFLOWERS. 277 

Touched by some atrmn of thine, perchanco may 



THE MAYFLOWERS. 

Tht tr^llng arbntui, or mayflovATi grown ahunilAntly 
TicliuC; of Fljmnutb, am) mil the Ural flower thai greet 
nigliius aRu their fealful winter. 

Sad Mayflower I watched Xiy vdnter stan 
And nursed bv winter galea. 

With petals of the sieeted spare, 
And leaves of frosen ^ails I 

What had she in those dreary hours, 
Within her ice-rimmed bay. 

In common with the wild-wood flowers. 
The first sweet emilea of May V 



Above the brown leaves, dry and dead, 
" Behold our Mayflower here 1 " 

" God wills it : here our rert shall be, 
Our years of wandering o'er. 

For us the Mayflower of flie Sea, 
Shall spread her sajh uo more." 

Oh ! sacred flowers of f^th and hope 

As sweetly now as then 
Ye bloom on many a birchen slop«, 

In many a pine-dark glen. 



Unchanged, your leaves uiifold, 
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So live the fathers in their sons, 

Thdr sturdy faith be ours, 
And ours the love that overruns 

Its rocky strength with flowera. 

The Pilgrim's wild and wintry day 

Its shadow round us draws ; 
The Mayflower of his stormy bay, 

Our Freedom's struggling cause. 

But warmer suns ere long shall bring 

To life the frozen sod; 
And, through dead leaves of hope, shall spring 

Afresh the flowers of God ! 



BURIAL OF BARBOUE. 

Bear him, comrades, to his grave j 
Never over one more brave 

Shall the prairie grasses weep. 
In the ages yet to come. 
When the millions in our room, 

What we sow in tears, shall reap. 

Bear him up the icy hiU, 
With the Kansas, frozen still 

As his noble heart, below, 
And the land he came to till 
With a freeman's thews and will. 

And his poor hut roofed with SDon 

One more look of that dead face, 
Of his murder's ghastly trace I 
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One more kiss, oh, widowed one ! 
Lay your left hands on his brow, 
Lift your right hands up, and vow 

That his work sliall yet be done. 

Patience, friends I The eye of God 
Every path by Murder trod 

Watches, lidless, day and night; 
And the dead man in his shroud, 
And his widow weeping loud. 

And our hearts, are in his sighL 

Every deadly threat that swells 
With the roar of gambling hells. 

Every brutal jest and jeer. 
Every wicked thought and plan 
Of the cruel heart of man, 

liiDugh but whispered, He can hear 1 

We in suffering, they in crime, 
Wait the just award of time. 

Wait the vengeance that is due ; 
Not in vain a heart shall break. 
Not a tear for iVeedom'e sake 

Fall unheeded: God is true. 

While the flag with stars bedecked 
Threatens where it should protect. 

And the Law shakes hands with Crime, 
Wkat is left us but to wait. 
Match our patience to our fate, 

And abide the better dme V 

Padence, friends 1 The human heart 
Everywhere shall take our part, 

Everywhere for us shall pray ; 
On our side are nature's laws. 
And God's life is in the cause 

That we suffer for to-day. 
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LATER P0BM9. 

Well to suffer is dmne ; 

Pass the watchword down tie Kne, 

Pass the couotersign : " Endubk." 
Not (o him who raahly dares, 
But to Lim who nobly bears. 

Is the victor's garland sure. 

Frozen earth to frozen breast. 
Lay our slain one down to rest ; 

Lay him down in hope and laith, 
And above the broken sod, 
Once again, to Freedom's God, 

Pledge ourselves for life or death — 

That the Slate whose walls we lay, 
In our blood and tears, to-day, 

Shall be free from bonds of shame, 
And our goodly land untrad 
By the feet of Slavery, shod 

With cursing as with flame 1 



And let martyr mound and tre« 
Be our pledge and guarantee 
Of the freedom of the West I 



TO PENNSYLVANIA 

Oa State prayer-founded I never hung 
Such choice upon a people's tongue, 

Such power to bless or ban. 
As that which makes tliy whisjier Fate, 
For which on thee the centuries w^t, 

And destinies of loan I 
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Across &y Allegliaman ch^n, 
Withgroanings from a land in pain, 

"fk^ west wind finds its way ; 
Wild-wmliog from Missouri's flood 
The crying of thy children's blood 

Ib in Uiy ears to-day 1 

And anto thee in Freedom's hour 
Of sorest need God gives the power 

To wound or heal, to blight or blew 
With fertile field or wilderness, 
A free home or a grave I 

Then let thy virtue match the crime. 
Rise to a level with the time ; 

And, if a son of thine 
Betray or tempt thee, Brutos-like 
For Fatherland and Freedom strike 

As JuEdce ^ves the sign. 

Wake sleeper, from thy dream of eaue, 
The great occasion's forelock seize; 

And, let the North wind strong, 
And golden leaves of Autumn, he 
Thy coronal of victory 

And thy triumphal song. 



THE PASS OF THE SIERRA 

AlX night above their rocky bed 
They saw the stars march alow ; 

The wild Sierra overhead. 
The desert's death below. 
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The Indian from hia lodge of bark, 

The gray bear from hia den, 
Beyond their camp-fire's wal! of dark, 



Slill upward turned, with anxious slrsun 

Their leader's sleepless eye, 
Where splinters of tne mountiun chain 

Stood olack against the aky. 

The night waned slow : at last, a glow, 

A gleam of sudden fire, 
Shot up behind the walls of snow, 

And tipped each icy spire. 

" Up men I " he cried, " yon rocky coae, 
To-day, please God, well pass, 

And look from Winter's frozen throne 
On Summer's flowers and grass 1 " 

Th^f set their faces to the blast, 

lliey trod th' eternal snow. 
And Sunt, worn, bleeding, hailed at last 

The promised land below. 

Behind, they saw the snow-cloud tossed 

By many an icy horn ; 
Before, warm valleys, wood-embossed. 

And green wili vines and corn. 

They left the Winter at their backs 

To flap his baffled wing. 
And downward, with the cataracts. 

Leaped to the lap of Spring. 

Strong leader of that mountain band 

Another task remans. 
To break from Slavery's deaert Tand 

A path to Freedom's pl^ns. 



THE CONQUEST 

He winds are wild, the way is drear. 
Yet, flashing through the night, 

Lo ! icy ridge and rocky spear 
Blaze out in morning light I 



THE CONQUEST OF FINLAND.* 

Across the frozen marshea 
The winds of Autumn blow, 

And the fen-ianda of the Wetter 
Are white with early snow. 

But where the low, gray headlands, 
Look o'er the Baltic brine, 

A bark is sailing in the track 
Of England's battle-line. 

No wares hath she to barter 
For Bothnia's fish and grsun ; 

She s^eth not for pleasure. 
She sculeth not for gain. 

But, still by isie or m^nland. 
She drops her anchor down. 

Where'er the British cannon 
Bained fire on tower and town. 

Outspake the ancient Amtman, 
At the gate of Helsingfors : 

" Why comes this ship a-spying 
In the track of England's wars ? " 
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LATEK POEMS. 

" God bless her," said the coast-guarti, 
" God bless the ship, I saj'. 

The holf angels trim the sails 
That speed her on her way I 

" Where'er she drops her anchor, 
The peasant's heart is glad ; 

Where'er she spreads her parting tailf 
The peasant s heart ia sad. 

" Each wasted town and hamlet 

She visits to restore ; 
To roof the shattered cabin, 

And feed the starring poor. 

" The sunken boate of fishers, 
The fora^d beeves and cr^n, 

The spoil of flake and storehouse. 
The good ship brings again. 

"And so to Finland's sorrow 

The sweet amend is made. 
As if the healing hand of Christ 

Upon her wounds were laid I " 



" The will of God be done 1 

The battle lost by England's hate, 

By England's love is won 1 

" We brayed the iron tempest 
That thundered on our shore ; 

But when did kindness fail to find 
The key to Finland's door ? 

" No more from Aland's ramparts 
Shall warning signal come. 

Nor startled Sweaborg hear agtun 
The roll of midnight dnun. 
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'Beside our fierce Black Eagle 
The Dove of Peace shall rest; 

And in tLe mouths of oannon 
The sea-bird make her nest. 

'For Finland, looking seaward, 

No coming foe BbalTscan ; 
And the holy bells of Abo 

Shall ring, ' Good-will to man I' 

" Then row thy boat, oh, fisher I 
In peace on lake and bay ; 

And thou, young maiden, dance ag^u 
Around the poles of May I 

" Sit down, old men, together. 

Old wives, in quiet spin ; 
Henceforth the Anglo-Saxon 

Is the brother of the Finn I " 



A LAY OP OLD TIME. 

( FOB THS BeSBX CO. AOmCnLTDBAI. tAUb 



Sat in the shade of Eden's wall — 



She, bluaUng in her fig-leaf suit 
For the chaste garb of old ; 

He, sighing o'er his bitter fruit 
For Eden's drupes of gold. 

Behind them, smiling in the morn, 

Their forfeit garden lay, 
Before thetn, wild with rock and thori, 

The desert stretched away. 
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6 LATER POEMS. 

They beard the ^r above them fanned, 

A light step on the sward, 
And lo ! they saw before them stand 

The aDf,^I of Che Lord I 

"Arise," he said, " why look behind, 

"When hope is all before, 
And patient hand and willing mind, 

Your loss may yet restore ? 

" I leave with you a spell whose power 

Can make the desert slad. 
And call around you fniit and flower 

As fair as Eden had. 

" I clothe your hands with power to hft 
The curse from off your soil ; 

Tour very doom shall seem a gift, 
Yoiu' loss a gain through Toil. 

" Go, cheerful as yon bumming-beea, 

To labor as to play." 
White glimmering over Eden's trees 

The angel passed away. 

The pilgrims of the world went forth 

Obedient to the word, 
And found where'er they tilled the eartk 

A garden of the Lord I 

The thorn-tree cast its evil fruit 
And blushed with plum and pear ; 

And seeded grass ana trodden root 
Grew sweet beneath their care. 

We share our primal parents' fate. 

And in our turn and day, 
Look back on Eden's swonled gate 

As sad and lost as they. 
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But still for us bis Iiatiye skies 
The pitying Angel leaves, 

Anil leads through Toil to Paradise 
New Adams and new Eves 1 



WHAT OF THE DAY? 

A BOUND of Imnult troubles all the iur, 
Like the low thuuders of a sultry sky 

I'af-rolliu" ero the downright lightnings glaiB : 
The hills blaae red with warnings ; foes draw 

Treading Ihe dark with challenge and reply. 
Behold the burden of the prophet's vision — 
The gathering hosts — lie Valley of Decision, 

Dusk with the wings of eagles wheehng o'er. 
Day of the Lord, of darkness and not light 1 

It breaks in thunder and the whirlwind's roar I 
Even so, Father I Let tby mill be done — 
Turn and o'ertum, end what thou hast begun 
In judgment or in mercy : as for me, 
If but the least and frailest, let me be 
Evermore numbered with the truly free 
Who find thy service perfect liberty ! 
1 fain would thank Thee that my mor^l life 

Has reached the hour, (albeit through caro and 

When Good and Evil, as for final strife, 
Close dim and vast on Armageddon's plain ; 

And Michael and his angels once asain 

Drive howhng back the Spirits of the Night. 

Oh I for the faith to read the sisna aright, 

And, from the angle of thy perlect sight 

See Truth's white banner floating on before ; 
And, the Good Cause, despite of venal friends, 
And base expedients, move to noble enda : 



188 LATBB POEMS. 

See Peace with Freedom make to Hme amends, 

And, through its cloud of dust, the threshing-floor, 

Flailed by thy thunder, heaped with ohaOlesa 

1867. 



THE FIRST FLOWERS. 

For ages on our river horders, 

These tassels in their tawny hloom, 

And willowy studs of downy silver. 
Have prophesied of Spring to come. 

For ages have the unbound watera 

Smiled on them from their pebbly hem, 

And the clear carol of Ihe robin 
And aong of blue-binl wekomed them. 

But never yet from smiling river, 
Or song of early bird, have they 

Been greeted wita a gladder welcome 
Than whispers from my heart to-day. 

They break the epell of cold and darknes^ 
The weary watch of sleepless pain ; 

And from my heart, as from the river, 
The ice of winter melts ag£un. 

Thanks, Mary ! for this wild-wood token 
Of ITreya's footsteps drawing near ; 

Almost, as in the rune ef Asjcard, 
The growing of the grass I hear. 

It is as if the pine-trees called me 
From ceiled room and silent books, 

To see the dance of woodland shadows. 
And hear the song of April brooks I 



UY KAUG8AKE. a 

Am in the old Teutonic ballad 

Ijve Mnfflng bird and flowering tree, 

Twether live in bloom and music, 
1 blend in song thy dowers and thee. 

Earth's rocky tablets bear foreyer 

The dint of rain and small bird's track: 

Who knows but that my idle verses 
May leave some trace by Merrimack 1 

The bird that trod the mellow lavers 
Of the young earth is sought in vain ; 

The cloud is gone that wove the sandstone, 
From God's design, wilh threads of rain I 

So, when this fluid age we live in 

Shall slJiTen round my careless rhyme. 

Who made the vagrant tracks may puzzle 
The Bavans of the coming time : 

And, following out their dim sungeations, 
Some idly-curious hand may draw 

My doubtful portraiture, as Cuvier 
Drew fish and bird from fin and claif. 

And maidens in the far-off twilights, 

Singing my words to breeze and stream, 
Shall wonder if the old time Mary 
Were real, or the rhymer's dream 1 
l»r,8do». 1. 



MY NAMESAKE. 

Ton scarcely need my tardy thanks. 
Who, self-rewarded, nurse and tend- 

A green leaf on ycur own Green " 
The memory of your friend. 



..Cioot^lc 



For me, no wreath, bloom-woven, hidei 
The sobered brow and lessening hfur . 

For aunhl I know the myrtled siiiea 
Of Helicon are bare. 

Their scallop-shells so many bring 
The fabled, founta of son" to try. 

They've drained, for aught I know, the iprmg 
Of Aganippe dry. 

Ah well! — The wreath the Muses braid 
Proves often Folly's cap and bell j 

Methijiks, my ample beaver's shade 
May serve my turn as well. 

Let Love's and Friendship's tender debt 

Be pEud by those I love in life. 
Why should ihe unborn cridc whet 

For me his scalpiiig-knife? 



One's vacant house of life about, 
And drag for curious car and eye 
His faults and follies out ?— 

Why stuff, for fools to gaze upon, 

with chaff of words, the garb he nore, 

As corn-huska when the ear is gone 
Are rustled all the more f 

Let kindly Silence close agfun. 
The picture vanish from the eye, 

And on the dim and misty mair 
Let the small ripple die. 

Yet not the less I own your i:laim 
To grateful thanks, dear friends of nuM 

Hang, if it please you so, my name 
Upon your household line. 
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I*t Fame from brazen lips blow wide 
Her chosen names, I envj- none: 

A mother's love, a father's pride, 
Shall keep alive my own I 

Still shall that name as now recall 

The yoans leaf wet with morning dew, 

The glory where the sunbeams fall 
The breezj- woodlands through. 

That name shall be a household word, 
A spell to waken smile or sigh; 

In many an evening prayer be heard 
And eradle lullaby. 

And thoQ, dear child, in riper days 

When asked the reason of thy name, 
Shalt answer: " One 'twere vain to prmaa 



" Some blamed him, some believed him good— ■ 
The truth lay doubtless 'twist the two — 

He reconciled as best be could 
Old faith and fani'ies new. 

" In him the grave and playful mixed, 
And wisdom held wilt folly truce, 

And Nature compromised betwixt. 
Good fellow and recluse. 

" He loved his friends, forgave bis foes ; 

And, if bis words were harsh at times, 
He spared his fellow-men — his blows 

Fell only on their crimes. 

" He loved the good and wiae, but found 

Hia human heart to all akin 
Who met him on the common ground 

Of suffering and of sin. 
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" Whate'er his neighbors might eodur* 
Of pain or grief his own became; 

For afl the ilia be could not cvxe 
He held himself to blame. 

" Hia good was mainly an intent, 
His evil not of forethought done ; 

The work he wrought was rarely meant 
Or finished as begun, 

" HI served his tides of feeling strong 
To turn the common mills of use; 

And, over restless wings of song, 
Hia birthrigbt garb hung loose! 

" His eye waa beauty's powerless slave, 

And his the ear whii:h discord painBj 

FewffUEssed beneath his aspect grave, 



" He had his share of care and pain, 

No holiday y/aa life to him ; 
Still in the heir-loom cup we drain 

The bitter drop will swim. 

" Yet Heaveu was kind, and here a lard 



The fountains plash and play. 

" On all his sad or restless moods 
The patient peace of Nature alole ; 

The quiet of the fields and woods 
Sank deep inlo bis soul. 

" He worshipped as hia fathers did. 
And kept the fmth of childish dayi^ 

And, howsoe'er he strayed or sli'd, 
He loved the good old ways. 
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" The simple tastes, the kindly traits. 
The tranquil ajr, aud gentle speech, 

The rilence of the soul that wEuta 
For more ihau man to teach. 

** The cant of parly, school, and sect, 
Provoked at times his honest scorn, 

And Folly, in its gray respect, 
He tossed on satire's torn. 

" But still his heart was full of awe 
And reverence for all sacred things; 

And, brooding over form and law. 
He saw the Spirit's wings i 

"Life's mystery wrapt him like a cloud; 

He heard far voices mock his own. 
The sweep of wings unseen, the loud, 

Long roll of waves unknown. 

" The arrows of his etraining aght 

Fell quenched in darkness ; priest and si 

Like lost guides calling left aua right, 
Perplexed his doubtftil age. 

"Like childhood, listening for the sound 
Of lis dropped pebbles in the well, 

All vainly down the dark profound 
His bnef-lined plunimet ftU. 



He asked the title-deeds. 

*He saw the old-time's gro 

In the long distance lair and dim; 
And heard, nke sound of fai^off pines, 

The i-entury-mellowed hymn I 
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" He dared not mock the Durviali whirl, 
The Brahmin's rite, the Lama's spell; 

God knew the heart; Deyolion'a pearl 
Might sanetify tbe shell. 

" While others trod the altar stairs 

He faltered like the publican ; 
And, while they praised as saints, his prajera 

Were those of sinftil man. 

« For awed by Sinai's Mount of Law 
The trembling faith alone suffiued, 

That, through its cloud and flame, he «aw 
The sweet, sad face of Christ I — 



" The words he spake, the thoughts he penned 
Are mortal as his han<l and brain. 

But, if they served the Master's end, 
He has not lived in v^n !" 

Heaven make thee better than thy name 
Child of my friends ! — For thee I crave 

What rifhea never bought, nor fame 
To mortal lon^-ing gave. 



Imagination held in check 

To serve not rule thy pois^i nund; 
Thy lUiason, at thu frown or beck 

Of Consi-i.!(ii:e, loose or bind. 
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No (irBamer thou, lint real all — 

Strong manhood crowning vigorous youth ; 
Life made by duty ejiioa! 

And rhythoiiu with the tnith. 

So shall that life the fruitage yield 
Which trpns of healin™ only give, 

Andgrceo-leafed in the Eternjfield 
Of God, forever live I — 
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HOME BALLADS. 
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1 CALi, the old time back : ! bring Ihese lays 
To thee, in mi'mory oftho suinmpr dap 
"Wben, by our native streama and forest ways, 

We dreamed them over ; while the rivulets made 
Songa of their own, and the great pine-trees laid 
On wariD noon-lights tljp, ma>ises of their shade. 

And she was with ua, living o'er again 

Her life in ours, ilcspitc of years and pain, — 

The Antnmn's brightness alter latter rain. 



n her holj- peace aa one 
Who siands, at evening, when the work is done, 
Glorified in the setting of the sun ! 

Her memory makes our I'ommon landscape seem 
Fairer than any of which painters dreani, 
Lights the brown bills ami siags in every stream; 

For she whose sjieech was alwai-s truth's pure gold 
Heard, nol unph^ased, its simple legends told, 
And loved with ue the beautiful and old. 
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HOME BALLADS. 



THE WITCHS DAaGHTER. 

It was the pleasant harvest tJme, 
When cullar-bins are ulosely ntowed, 
And garrets bend beneath their load. 

And the old b wallow-haunted barns — 
Brown-jrabled, long, and full of seams 
Through which the moted sunlight streams, 

And winds blow freshly in, to shake 
The red plumes of the roosled cocks, 
And the luoau liay-mow'a scented loiji^^ 

Are filled with summer's ripened stores. 
Its odorous grass and barley shuaves. 
Prom their low seaSbids to (heir eaves. 

On Esok Hardeu's oaben floor. 

With many an autumn threshin<r worn, 
Lay the heaped ears of unbusked corn. 

And thither eame young men and maids, 
Beneath a moon that, large and low, 
Lit that Bweet eve of long ago. 

They look their places ; some by chance. 
And others by a merry voice 
Or sweet smile guided to their choice. 
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How pleasantly the rising moon, 
Bet*een the aliadow <tf this mows, 
Lookeil on them through tlie great elm-bough* 1- 



Of healthful strenglh and painless nerves I 

And jests went round, and laughs thaC made 
The houae-dog answer with his howl. 
And kepi astir the barn-yard fowl ; 

And quaint old songs their fathers sung. 
In Derby dales and Yorkshire moors, 
Ere Norman William trod their shores ; 



Forgetful of the hovering Dane I 

But BtiU the sweetest voice was mute 
That river-valley ever heard 
From lip of maid or throat of bird ; 

For Mabel Martin sat apart, 

And let the hay-mow's shadow fall 
Upon the loveliust face of alL 

She sat apart, as one forbid. 

Who knew that none would condescend 
To own the Witch-wife's child a friend. 

The seasons scaree had cone their round, 
Since curioua thousands thronged to see 
Her mother on the gallows-tiee ; 

And mocked the palsied limbs of age, 
That faltered on the fatal stairs. 
And wan lip trembling with its prayeni 
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THE WITCHS DAUGHTBK. 

'ew questioned of the son-owing cliild, 
Or, when they saw the mother die, 
Dreamed of the daughter's agony. 

They went up to tlieir homes that day, 
As men and Christiana justified : 
God willed it, and the wreteh had died I 

Dear God and Father of us all. 
Forgive our faith in eruel lies,— 
Forgive the blindness that denies ! 

Fon;ive thy i;reatun; when he takes, 
For the all-perfect love thou ait, 



Cast down our ii 

Our bloody altars; let us see 
Thyself iu thy humanity ! 

Poor Mabel from bur cnother'a grave 

" t to her desolate hearth-stone, 

wrestled with her fate alone; 
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With love, and anger, and despair, 
The phanloiiis of disoi-dereil sense. 
The awful doubti of Providence 1 

The school-boys jeered her as they passed, 
And, when she sought the house of prayer, 
Her mother's curse pursuod bur there. 

And still o'er many a neighboriua door 
She saw the iiorseshoe's eurvid charm. 
To guard against her mother's barm ; — ■ 

That mother, poor, and siuk, and lame, 
Who daily, oy tlie old ann-chaar, 
Folded her witherud hands in prayer ;— 
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Who tnmed, in Salem's drearj- jail, 
Her worn old Bible o'er and o'er, 
When her dim eyea could read no more I 

Sore tried and pained, the poor girl kept 
Her faitli, and trusted that her way. 
So dark, would somewhere meet the day. 

And still her weary whuel went round 
Day after day, with uo relief; 
Small leisure have Ihe poor for grief. 

So in the shadow Mabel sits ; 

Untouched by mirth she sees and hears, 
Her smile is sadder than her tears. 

But cruel eyes have found ber out. 
And cruel lips repeat her name, 
Aud taunt her with her mother's shame. 

She answered not with railing words. 
But drew her apron o'er her faue. 
And, soblutjg, glided from the place. 

And only pausing at the door. 

Her sad eyes met the traubled gaze 
Of one who, in her better days. 

Had been her warm and steady friend, 
Ere yet her mother's doom had made 
Even Esek Harden half afraid. 

Be felt that mute appeal of tears. 
And, starting, willi an angry frown 
Hushed all the wicked murmurs down. 

" Good neighbors mine," he sternly said, 
" This passes harmless mirlh or jest ; 
I brook no insult t« my guesL 
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THB witch's dauohteb. 

" She is indeed her mother'a child ; 
But God'a sweet pity ministera 
Unto no whiter aoul than hera. 

" Let Goody Martin rest in peace; 
1 never knew ber harm a fly, 
And witch or not, God knows — not L 

" I know who swore her Ufe away ; 
And, as God lives, I'd not condemn 
An Indian dog on word of them." 

The broadest lands in al! the town, 
The skill to guide, the power to awe. 
Were Harden's ; and his word was law. 

Mone dared withstand him to his face, 
But one sly maiden spake aside : 
" Tlie little witch is evil-eyed 1 

*' Her mother only killed a cow. 
Or witched a cburn or dairy-pan ; 
But she, forsooth, must charm a man ! " 

Poor Mabel, in her lonely home, 
Sat by tbe window's narrow pane. 
White in the oioonligbl's silver r^n. 

The river, on its pebbled rim, 
Made music such as childhood knew ; 
The door-yard tree was whispered through 

By voices such as childhood's ear 
Had heard in moonlights long ago; 
And through the willow-boughs below 

She saw the rippled waters shine ; 
Beyond, in waves of shade and light, 
The hills rolled off into the night. 
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Sweet sounds and pictures mocking so 
The sadness oC her human lot, 
She saw and heanl, but lieedud not. 

She Btrove to drown her sense oF wrong, 
And, in her oM and sjijiple way, 
To teacli hp.T bittar liearl to pray. 

Poor child ! the prayer. Imjimi iii faith, 
Grew to a low, despairing cry 
Of utter misery : " Let me die I 

" Oh ! take me from tfie scornful eyes, 
And hide me whert the orunl speech 
And mocking Snger may not reach 1 

" I dare not breathe my mother's nain« : 
A daughter's right I ilai'e not crave 
To weep above her unhlest grave I 

"Let me not live uiitil mj' heart, 
With few to pity, and with none 
To love me> liardens into stone, 

" O God I have mercy on thy ehild, 

Whose fEuth in thee grows weak and small, 
And take me ere I lose it all 1 " 

A shadow on the moonlight fell, 

And murmuiiiis wind and wave became 
A Toiee whose burden was her name. 

]Iad then God heard her ? Had lie iseat 
His angel down ? In ftesh and blood, 
Before her Esek Harden stood ! 

He laid his hand upon her arm : 

" Dear Mabel, this no more shall be ; 
Who scoffs at you, must ..:off at me. 
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THE WITOBS DAUaHTXR. 

" You know rougb Esek Harden well ; 
And if he seem* no suitor gay, 
And if Ilia hair is touc;iied wiih gray, 

" The maiden grown shall never find 

His heart lesjwarm than when she smiled, 
Ujion his knees, a little thild I " 

Her tears of ^ief were tears of joy, 
As, folded m bis etrong enibrat^e. 
She looked in Esek Hai'deii'a face. 

" Oh, truest friend of all !" she said, 
" God bless you for your kindly thought 
And make me worthy of my lot I " 

He led her through hia dewy fields, 

To where the swinging lanterns glowed. 
And through the doors the buskers ahowvl 

" Good friend? and neighbors ! " Esek said, 
" I'm weary of thiu lonely life J 
In Mabel see my chosen wife I 

" She greets you kinclly, one and all ; 
The past is past, and all oRence 
r"'l3 hanoloBs from her innocence. 

" Henoeforth she stands no more alone ; 
You know what Esek Harden ia ; — 
He brooks no wrong to him or hia." 

Now let the merriest tales be told, 
And let the sweetest songs be sung 
That ever made the old heart young 1 

For now the lost has (bund a home ; 
And a lone hearth shall brighter burn, 
As all the housebokl joys return 1 
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Oh, pleasantly the harvest-moon, 
Between the ahailow of the mows. 
Looked on them through the great elm-boughs. 

On Mabel's curls of golden hair, 
On Eseb'sshagf;); Btreiisth it fell ; 
And the wind whispered, " It is well I " 



THE GARRISON OF CAPE ANN. 

From the hills of home forth looking, far beneath 

the tent-like span 
Of the slty, I see the while gleam of the headland 

of Cape Ann. 
Well I know its coves and beaches to the ebb-tide 

glimmering down, 
And the wbite-walled hamlet children of its ancient 

fishing-town. 

Long has passed the summer morning, and its mem 

ory waxes old. 
When along yon breezy headlands with a pleasant 

friend I strolled. 
Ah ! the autumn sun is shining, and the ocean wiud 

blows cool. 
And the golden-i'od and aster bloom around thy 

grave, Rantoul I 

With the memory of that morning by the summer 

sea I blend 
A wild and wondrous slorj', by the younger Mather 

penned. 
In thatquaintiWajnaKaCArisfi, with all strange and 

marvellous things. 
Heaped up huge and undigested, like the chaoa Ovid 
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Dear to me (hese far, faint glimpses of the dual life 
of old, ^ ^ 

Inward, grand with awe and reverence ; oatward, 
mean and uoarse and cold ; 

Gleams of mystic beaaty playing over dull and vol- 
gar clay, 

Golden threads of romance weavintr in a web of hod- 
den gray. 

The great eventful Present hides the Past; but 
throiinh the din 

Of its loud lite hints and echoes from the life be- 
hind steal in ; 

And the lore of home and fireside, and the legen- 
dary rhyme, 

Make the task of duty lighter which the true man 



So, with something of the feeling which the Cove- 
When with pious chisel wandering Scotland's mooi^ 

land graveyards through, 
From the graves of old traditions I part the black- 
Wipe the moss from off the head-stones, and retouci 

the faded lines. 



Where the sea-waves hack and forward, hoarse with 
rolling pebbles, ran, 

rhe garrison-honse stood watching on the gray 
rocks of Cape Ann ; 

On its windy site uplifting gabled roof and palisada 

And rough walls of unhewn timber with the moon- 
light overlaid. 

On his slow round walked the sentry, south and 
eastward looking forth 
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O'er a rnde and broken coast-line, white jnA 

breakers stretching north, — 
Wood and rotk and gloaming sand-drift, jagged 

capes, with bush and tree, 
Leasing inland from the smiting of the wild and 

guslj sea. 

Before the deep-mouthed chimney, dimly lit by 

dying brands, 
Twenty soldiers sat and waited, with their muskets 

in their hands ; 
On the rough-hewn oaken table the venison hannch 

And the pewler tankard eircled slowly round from 
beard (o beard. 

Long they sat and talked together, — talked of wiz- 
ards Satan-sold ; 

Of all ghostly sights and noises,— signs and won- 
ders manitbld ; 

Of the spectre-ship of Salem, with the dead men 
in her shrouds, 

SsuUng sheer above the water, in the loom of morn- 
ing clouds ; 

Of die marvellous valley hidden in the depths of 

Gloucester woods, 
Full of pUnIs that (ove the su. nine r,— blooms of 

warmer latitudes ; 
Where the Arctic birch Is braided by the tropic's 

flowery vines, 
And the white magnolia-blossoms star the twilight 

of the pines I 

But their voices sank yet lower, sank to husky 
As they spake of present tokens of the powers of 
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Of a spectnJ tost, defying stroke of steel and aim 

■Never yet w is ball to slay tliem in the mould of 
morti<\s run ! 

Thrice, wilb plumes and (lowing sualp-locks, from 

the niiduinht wood (hey eame,— 
Thrice around the bloi'k-hoii,-o inarL-hing, met, nn- 

harmsd, its volleyed flainii ; 
Then, with mocking laugh and gesture, flunk in 

eartl orloat iii air, 
All the gho tly wonder vanished, and the moonlit 

8an(i. lay hare. 

Midnight ea ue ; from out tho foreiit moved a dusky 

mass, that sooji 
Grew to I trriors, plumed and painted, grimly 

marc ling in the moon. 
" Ghosts or titclies," said the uaptain, " thus I foil 

the ),vil One !" 
And he ran med a 5il\er butloii, from his doublet, 

dowji bis gun. 

Once again the ajjeetral horror moied the guarded 

wall about ; 
Onee again the levelled jnuiikuts through the pali- 

aadea dashe<l out, 
With that deadly «d> the sciuiriel on his tree-top 

Nor the beach-bird seaward flying with his slant 



Like the idle rain of summer sped the harmless 

shower of lead. 
With a laugh orfieroederision, once again the phan- 



Once ^ain, witliout b shadow 

moonlight lay, 
And the white smolie rurliii|j 

bIooIj dona the bay I 
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They have vanished with their leader, Prince and 

Power of the air I 
Laj aside j-our useless weapons ; skill and prowess 

naught avail ; 
They who do the dfivil's service wear their master"! 

coat of m^I I " 

So the night grew near to cock-prow, when agiun 

Boused the score of weary soldiers watching rounJi 

(he dushy hall ; 
And they looked to flint and prioiing, and they 

longed for break of day ; 
But the captain dosed liis IJible; "Let ns cease 

from man, and pray ! " 

To the men who went before us, all the uneeeii 
powers seemed near. 

And their steadfast strength of tourage struck itt 
roots in holy fear. 

Every band forsook the musket, every head was 
bowed and bare, 

Every stout knee pressed the flag-stones, as the cap- 
tain led ill prater. 

Ceased thereat the mystic marching of the spectres 
round the wall, 

But 3, sound abhorred, unearthly, smote the ears 
and hearts of ail. — 

Howis of rage and shrieks of anguish I Never after 
mortal man 

Saw the ghostly leaguers marching round the block- 
house of Cape Ann. 



igh the cool and 



From the childhood of its people 
legend down. 
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Not in Tain tie ancient fiction, in whose moral Uvea 

the youth 
And the fitness and the freshness of m nndecaying 

truth. 

Soon or late to all our dwellings come the spectres 

of the mind, 
Doubts and feara and dread forebodings, in the 

darkness undefined ; 
Kound us throng the grim projections of the heart 

and of the brain, 
And our pride of strength is weakness, and the can- 

In the dark we cry like children ; and no answer 

from on lilsh 
Breaks the crystal spheres of silence, and no white 

wings downward fiy; 
But the heavenly help we pray for comes 1*3 faith, 

and not to sight. 
And our prayers themselves drive backward all the 

spirits of the night ! 
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Uf and down the village streets 
Strange are the forms ray fani^ meets, 
For tlie thouglifa and things of to-day are i 
And Ihrough the veil of a closed lid 
The ancient worthies I see again: 
I hear the tap of the elder's cane, 
And his awful periwig I see. 
And the silver buckles of shoe and knee. 
Stately and slow, with thoughtful air, 
Hia block cap hiding hi^ whitened hair 
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Walks tlie Judge or the Great Assize, 
Samuel Sewall the good and wiac. 
Hb face with lines of firmnesa wrougUt, 
He weai's the look of a man unbougfit 
Who svrearB to his hurt and cliaiio;es not; 
Yet, tonelied and softenud nuvertnulesa 
With the jjraoe of Christian "cntlenesa, 
The faca tliat a child would tlinib to kiss ! 
True, and tender, and brave, and just. 
That man might honor and woman trnsL 

Touching and sad, a tali; is told. 
Like a penitent hymn of the F^ialmist old. 
Of the fast which the good man life-long kept 
With a haunting sorrow that never slept, 
Aa tlie circling year brought round the time 
Of an error that hh the sling of crime, 
When hi: sat on the bench of the witcbcrafl uourta^ 
Witi the laws of Moses and Hide's Reports, 
And Bpak«i '" the name of both, the word 
That gave the witch's neck to the cord. 
And piled the oaken plunks that pressed 
The feeble life from the warlock's breast I 
All the day long, from dawn to dEiwa, 
His door was bolted, hLi vurtain drawn ; 
No foot on hU eilunt threshold trod, 
Ko eye looked on him save that of God, 
As he baffled the ghosts of the dead with channa 
Of penitent tear^^, and prayers, and psalms, 
And, with precious proofe from the sacred word 
Of tile boundless pity and love of the Lord, 
His iiulh confii'mea and his trust renewed 
That the sin of his ignorance, sorely rued, 
ICght be washed away in (lie mingled flood 
Of his human sorrow aiid Christ's dear blood 1 

Green forever the memory be 
Of the Judge of the old Tlieotracy, 
Whom even his errors glorified, 



..Coot^lc 



PBOPHKOT OF SAMHl 

Like a fap-!«en, sunlit mountain -side 

By the uloudy sliadows wliioh o'er it glide 1 

Honor and praise to tlie I'd ri tan 

Who the halting atf.p of his age outran. 

And, seeing the infiaite worth of roan 

In thu priceless gift the Fatlier gave, 

In the infinite love that stooped to save, 

Dared not brand his brother a slave '. 

" Who doth Buch wrong,"* he was wont to aay, 

In his own quaint, piuture-loving way, 

" Flings up to Heaven a band-gi'enade 

Whiuh God shall oast down npori his head ! " 

Widely as heaven and hell, contrast 
That brave old jurist of the past 
And the uunuing triekster and knave of courts 
Who the holy features of Truth distorts, — 
Ruling as I'igbt (he will of the sCiong, 
Poverty, crime, an<l weakness wrong; 
Wide-eared to power, to the wi'orged and weak 
Deaf as Egypt's gods of leok ; 
Scoffing aside at party's nod 
Order of nature and law of God ; 
For whose dabbled ermine respect wore waste, 
Beverenee folly, and awe misplaced \ 
Justice of whom 'twurc vain to seek 
As from KoordJsh robber or Syrian Sheik I 
Oh ! leave the wreii-h to his bi'ibcs and sins ; 
Let him rot in the web of lies he spins 1 
To the saintly soitl of the early day, 
To Ihe Christian judge, let us turn and say : 
" Praise and thanks, for an honest man !— 
Glory to God lor the Puritan 1 " 

I see, far southward, this quiet day. 
The hillsof Newbury j-olling away, 
With the many tints of the season gay, 
Dreamily blending in autumn mist 
CrimaoQ, and gold, and amethyst. 
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Long and low, with dwarf trees crowned, 
Plum Island lies, like a whale aground, 
A stoae's toss over the narrow sound. 
Inlaod, aa I'ar as the ej'e oan j^, 
The hills curve round like a bended bow ; 
A silver arrow from out tlicm sprung, 
I see the shine of the Quaaycung ; 
And, round and round, over valley and hill, 
Old roads wiuding, as old roads will, 
Here to a ferrj', and there to a mill ; 
And glimpses of chiinneyaandgabUd eaves, 
Through green elm arches and in<iple leaves,— 
Old homestead.'' sacred to all that I'an 
Gladden or saddttn the heart of man,— 
Over whose thresholds ofoak and stone 
Life and Dt^ath have uome and gone '. 
There pictured tiles in the fireplace show. 
Great bean[is sag from the i/eiUng low. 
The dresser glitters with polished wares. 
The long clock ticks on the foot-worn stairs. 
And the low, bi-oad ehininey shows the orauk 
B^ the earthquake made a century back. 
Up from their midst springs the village spire 
With the crest of its cock m (he sun afire ; 
Beyond are orchards and planting lands, 
And great salt marshes and glmimennn sands, 
And, where north and souih ihe coast-Tinea ran. 
The blink of the sea in breeze and sun I 

I see it all like a chart unrolled. 
But my thoughts are ftill of the past and old, 
I hear the tales of my boyhood told ; 
And the ijhadows and shapes of early days 
Flit dimly by in the veiling haze. 
With measured movement and rhythmic chime 
Weaving like shutiles my web of rhyme. 
I think oif the old man wise ami good 
Who once on yon misly hill-sides stood, 
(A poet who never m«asui-ed rhyme, 
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A Beernnknown to bis dull-eared time,) 
And, propped on liis staff of a^e, looked down, 
"With bis boyhood's love, on his native town, 
Where, written, as if on its bills and plaina, 
Hia burden of prophecy yet remains, 
For the voiees of wooii, and wave, and wind 
To read in the ear of the musing mind : — 

"As long as Plum Hand, to guard the coast 
Aa God appointed, shall keep its post; 
Ae long as a salmon sliall haunt the deep 
Of Merrimac River, or sturgeon leap ; 
As long as pickerel swift and slim, 
Or red-baeked perch, in Crane Pond swim; 
As lon» as the annual sea-fowl know 
Their time to come and their tirae to go; 
As long as cattle shall roam at will 
The green, grass meadows by Turkey Hill; 
As long as sheep shall look from the aide 
Of Oliltown Hill on marishes wide. 
And Parker ffiver, and salt-sea tide; 
As lonff as a wanderin" pigeon shall search 
The fields below fi-om Iiis wliite-oak perch. 
When the barley-harvest is ripe and shorn 
And the dry busks fall from the standing COTD ; 
As long as Nature shall not grow old, 
Nor drop her work from her dotin" hold. 
And her eare for the Indian corn forget, 
And the yellow rows in pairs to set ;— 
So long shall Christians here be born, 
Grow up and ripen as God's sweet corn ! — 
By the beak of bird, by the breath of frost 
Shall never a holy ear be lost, 
But, husked by Death in the Planter's sight, 
Be sown again in the fields of light I" 



The Island still is purple with plums, 
Up the river the salmon comes, 
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The stunjieon leaps, and tlie wild fowl feei 

On hill-side bernts and marish seeds,— 

All the beautiful signs remain, 

Prom spriog-tJinQ ^^owing to autumn rain 

The sood man's vision returns again ! 

And let us hope, as well we can. 

That the Silent Angel who camera man 

May And some grain as of old he found 

In the human corniield ripe and sound, 

\nd the Lord of the Harvest deign to ow 

'" ' IS seed by the fathers sown ! 



SKIPPER IRKSON'S RIDE. 

Of all the rides eioce tbe birth of time. 

Told in atory or sung in rhyme, — 

On Apuleius's Golden Asj, 

Or one-eyefl Calendar's horse of brass, 

Witch astride of a human hat-k, 

Islam's prophet on At-Boi-ib, — 

The strangest ride that ever was sped 

Was Ireson's, out from Marbluheaa I 

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart. 
Tarred and featljered and <;arried in a eart 
By the women of Marblehead I 

Body of turkey, head of uwl. 

Wings a-droop liked a rained-on fowl, 

Feathered and ruffled in every part, 

Skipper Ireson stood in the eart. 

Scores of women, old and young. 

Strong of muscle, and glib of (ougue, 

Fiuhed and pulled up Se rocky lane. 

Shouting and sinking the shrill refrain: 

" Here's Find Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'ead ! " 
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Wrtiilcled scolds with hands on hipa, 

Girls in bloom of cheek and lips, 

Wild-eyed, free-limbed, suirh as chase 

Bacchus rouncl some antique vase, 

Brief of skirt, with ankles bare, 

Loose of ItBrehiefand loose of Iiair, 

With uonch-shella blowing and fish-horns' twang, 

Over and over the Mmnarls sang : 

" Here's Flud Oiivion, fui- hia horrd horrt, 
ToPrM an' futheiT'd an" i-orr'd in a oorrt 
By the women o' Moible'ead 1 " 

Small pity for him! — He sailed away 
From a leaking ship, in Clialeur Bsy, — 
Sfuled away from a sinking w reek, 
With his own town'a-peoj)le on lier duck I 
" Lay by ! lay by ! " they called to him. 
Back he answered, " Sink or swiin ! 
Brag of your ealch of fish again 1 " 
Ana off he Bailed through the tos and raini 
Old Floyd Ireson, for hisTiard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a carl 
By the women of Marblehead t 

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 
That wreck shall lie forevermore. 
Mother and sister, wife and m^d. 
Looked from the rocka of Marblehead 
Over the moaning and vai«y aea, — 
Looked ibr the coming that might not be I 
What did the winds and the eea-biiils say 
Of the cmel captain who sailed away ? — 

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart. 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead t 

Through the street, on either side. 
Up flew windows, doors swung wide ; 
Sfiarp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray, 
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Treble lent the fish-liorn's bray. 
Sea- worn frrandsires, cripple-bound, 
Hulks of old sailors run ao;round, 
Shook head, and fist, and liat, and cane, 
And cracked with curses the hoarse refraia : 

" Here's Flud Oirson, fur Iiis horrd horrt, 
Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt 
By the women o' Morble'oad I " 

Sweetly along (he Salem road 

Bloom of orcliard and lilac showed. 

Little the wicked skipper knew 

Of the fields so green and the sky so blue. 

Kiding there in his sorry trim, 

I^ke an Indian idol glum and grim. 

Scarcely he seemed tlie sound to hear 

Of voices shouting far and near ; 

"Here's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr'd an' futherr'd an' i:orr'd in a oont 
By the women o' Morble'ead I " 

" Hear me, neighbors ! " at last he cried,— 

" What to me IS this noisy ride ? 

What is the shame tliat clothes the skin 

To the nameless horror that lives within? 

Waking or sleeping, 1 see a wreck, 

And hear a cry from a reeling deck ! 

Hate mo and curse me, — I only dread 

The hand of God and the face of the deadl" 

Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard hearty 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of MarbleheadI 

Then the ■wife of the skipper lost at sea 

Saii, " God has touched him ! — why should we ? " 

Said an old wife mourning her only son, 

" Cut the rogue's tether and let him run I " 

So with soft relentinga and rudo excuse, 

Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose, 
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And gave hiu a cloak to hide him in, 
And 'eft him alone wilh bis shame and sin. 

Poor Flovd Ireaoii, for his haril heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried ia a. cart 
Sy the women of Maiblehead ! 



TELLING THE BEES.sa 

Here is the place ; ri^ht over thu hill 

Haas tiie palh I took ; 
You ean see the gap in tht old wall still, 

And the stepping-atones Id .'he ..hallow brook. 

There is the hoiue, with the gate red-barred. 

And the poplars tall ; 
And the barn's brown length, and the cattle-j-ard, 

And the white horns tossing above the walL 

There are the beehives ranged in the sun ; 

And down by the brink 
_t)f the brook ai-e her poor flowers, weed-o'errun, 

Pansy and ditSbdil, rose and pink. 

A year has ^ne, as the tortoise goes, 

Heavy and slow ; 
And the same rose blows, and the same sun glows, 

And the same brook siiigs of a year ago. 

There's the same sweet elover-smell in the breeze ; 

And the June sun warm 
Tangles his winsts of fire in the trees. 

Setting, as then, over FernsJde farm. 

I mind me how with a lover's care 

From my Sunday coat 
I brushed off tbu burrs, and scnootbed my hair, 

And cooled at the brook-side my brow and tEiroat> 
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Since we parted, a month had passed, — 

To love, a year ; 
Bonn through tlie beeches I looked at last 

On the little red g;ite anil the well-sweep near 

1 can see it all now,— the slantwise rain 

Of light throimh the leaves. 
The auiidown's bUizu on liur window-pane, 

The bloom of her i-oses under llie eaves. 

Just the sanie as a motith hcfore, — 

The hoiise and the trues, 
The barn's brown "able, the vine by the door,— 

Nothiug changed hut the hives of beeg. 

Before them, undtr the garden wall. 

Forward and back. 
Went drearily sinaing the thore-airl small, 

Draping eaeh hive with a shred of blaak. 



For I knev '^e was telling the beos of one 
Gone on the journey we all nmst go I 

Then I siud to myself, " My Mary weeps 

For the Jeail to (lay : 
Haply her blind old grandsire sleeps 

The fret and the pain oi' his age away." 

But her dog whined low ; on the doorway al 

With his uane to his idiin. 
The old man sat ; and the chore-girl still 

Sung to the bees stealing out and in. 

And the song she was singing ever sinoe 

In my ear sounds on : — 
" Stay at home, [iretty bees, fly not hence I 

Mistress Mary is dead and gone I " 
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THE SYCAMOBES. 

Ik the oulskirts of the villagOf 
On th« river's winding shores, 

SUnd the 0(M:irlenCal plane-trues, 
Stand tim ancic 



One long tentury hath been nnmbered, 

AdU another naif-way told. 
Since the rustie Irish gluvinao 

Broke for them the virj^in mould. 

Deftly set to Celtic oiuat-, 

At his violin'^ sound they grevr, 

Through the moonlit eves of summer, 
Making Amphiou'u fable trae. 

Rise Hgfun, tbou poor Hugh Tallant I 

Pass in jerkin green aloug. 
With thy eyes briinful of laughter, 

And tby mouth as full of song. 

Koneer of Erin's ouleasts, 
With liie fiddle aud his paek ; 

Little dreamed the vill^e Saxons 
Of the uiyriads at his back. 

How he wrought with spade and fiddle, 
Delved by day and sang by night, 

Widi ft hand that never wearied, 
And a heart forever light, — 

Still the gay tradition mingles 
With a reirord grave and dreav. 

Like the rolio air ol' Cluny, 

Widi the solemn march of Mear. 
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"When the boit-tree, while with blossoDM, 
Made the sweet May woodlands glad, 

And the Aronia by the river 
Lighted uji the swarming ehad. 

And the bulging nets swept shoreward. 

With tbeir silver-sided haul, 
Midst the shouts of dripping fishers, 



When, amon^ the jovial buskers. 
Love stole m at Lahor's Hide 

With the lusty airs of England, 
Soa his Celtii; measures vied. 

Songs of love and wailing lyke-wake, 
Aid the men)- fair's carouse ; 

Of the wild Red Fox of Erin 

And the Woinan of Three Cows, 

By the blazing hearths of winter. 
Pleasant seemed his simple tales, 

Midst the grimmer York lilij I'D lesiends 
Andtbe uiountain myths of Wales. 

How the souls in Purgatory 
Serambied up from fate forlorn. 

On 8t, Keven's saekelotb ladder, 
Sljly lutthed to Satan's born. 

Of the fiddler who at Tara 

Played all night to ghosts of kings ; 
Of the brown dwarfs, and the fairies 

Dancing in their moorland rings I 

Jolllest of our birds of singing, 
Best be loved the Bob-o-link. 

" Hush!" he'd say, " the tipiy fairiesi 
Hear the little folks in drink I " 
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Merry-faced, with spade and fiddle, 
Sinking through Ihe ancient town, 

Only this, of poor Hugh Tallant, 
Hath Tradition handed down. 

Kot B. stone his grave diacloses ; 

But if yet his spirit walks, 
Tis beneath the trees he planted. 

And when Bob-o-Lin(.'oln talks I 

Green memorials of the gleeman I 

Linking still the riyer-Biores, 
With their shadows cast by sunset, 

Stand Huge Tallant's sycamores I 

When the Fatlierof his Country- 
Through (he north-land riding came, 

AikI (he roofs were starred with banners, 
And the steeples rang ae'cl^m, — 

When each war-scarred Continental, 
Leaving smithy, mill, an<I farm, 

Waved his rustecl sword in welccwne, 
And shot offhb old king's arm, — 

Slowly passed that august Presence 

Down the ibron^d and sliouting street ; 
Village girls, as white as angels. 

Scattering flowers around his feet- 
Midway, where the plane-tree's shadow 

Deepest fell, his rein he drew ; 
On his stately head, uncovered. 

Cool and soi) the west wind blew. 

And he stood up in his stirrups. 

Looking up and loakin}; down 
On the hnis of Gold and Silver 

Rimming round the little town, — 
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On the river, full of aunsliine, 

To tlie lap of greenest vales 
Winifing down irom wooded headlands, 

Willow-skirted, lyhite with aula. 

And he said_, the landscape sweeping 
Slowly with his ungloved hand, 

" I have seea no prospeet i^rer 
In this goodly Eastern land." 

Then the bogles of his esvort 

Stirred to life the cavalcade : 
And that head, so bare and stately, 

Vanished down the depths of shade. 

Ever sinue, in town and farm-house, 

Life has had its ebb and flow ; 
Thriee hath passed the human harvest 

To its gamer green and low. 

Bnt the trees the gleeman planted, 

Through the ehanges, changless stanil i 
As the marble calm of Tadmor 

Marks the desert's sbifi:ing sand- 
Still the level moon at rising 

Silvers o'er eauli stately shafl ; 
Still beneath them, half in shadow. 

Singing, glides the pleasure cratl. 

Still beneath them, anu-enfolded. 
Love and Youth together stray ; 

While, as heart to heart heals faster, 
More and more their feet delay. 

Where the ancient cobbler, Keezar, 
On the open hill-side wrought, 

Sinmng, as he drew bis stitches. 

Songs his Gei'man inastei's taught, — ■ 
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ffinsing, wifli lis gray taar floating 
Round his rosy ample face,— 

Now 3, tboufsand lilaxon craftsmeD 
Sdtcli and hamiuei' in bia place. 

All ttie pastoral lanes so grassy 
Now ari! Tiaflio's dusty streets; 

From the vill^u, grown a dty, 
Fast the rural grace retraats. 

Bat, still green, and tall, and stately, 
On the river's wiailini; shores. 

Stand the Occidental plane-trees, 
Stand Hugh Tallant's syuamores. 



Fab away in the twilight time 
Of every people, in every olioie, 
SrE^na and {^[riliins and moa^turd (Ure, 
Born of water, and air, and firu. 
Or nursed, like the Python, in the mud 
And ooze of the old .Deuuaiion Howl, 
Crawl and wriggle and loam with I'age, 
Through dudk trailition and ballad age. 
So from thi: ehildliood of Nuwhui'y town 
And its iJme of fable the tale eomed down 
Of a terror which haunted bush arid brake. 
The Amphisbffina, the Double SJiake 1 

Thou wlio makeai the tale thy mirth, 
ConaJder that strijj ol Cliristiau uarlh 
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On the desolate shore of a sailless sea, 

Full of terror and mystery, 

Half-redeemed from the evil hold 

Of the wooil so flrsary, and dark, and old, 

Wh ich lirani with its lips of leaves the dew 

When ■fime was young, and tbu world was new. 

And wove its shadows with sun and moon. 

Ere the stones of Cheops were squared and hewn 

Think of the sea's dread monotone, 

Of the mournful wml Irom the pine-wood blotm, 

Of the stran;re, vast splenilors (bat lit the North, 

Of the troubled throes of the quaking earth, 

And the dismal tales the Indian told, . 

Till the settler's heart at his hearth grew eold. 

And he shrank from the tawny wizanl's boasts, 

And the hovering shadows seemed full of ghosti 

And above, below, and on every side. 

The fear of hia ereed seemed verifieil ; — 

And think, if his lot were now thine own. 

To grope with terrors nor named nor known. 

How laxer muscle and weaker nei've 

And a feebler faith thy need iiii^hl serve ; 

And own to thyself the wonder mi>re 

That the snake had two beads, and not a score I 

Whether he lurked in the Oldtown fen 

Or the gray earth-flax of the Devil's Den, 

Or swam iu the wooded Artiilioke, 

Or coiled by ihe Soilhman's Written Rock, 

Sothing on record is left to show; 

Only the fact tliat he lived, wt know. 

And left the east of a double head 

In the scaly mask whith he yearly shed. 

Por he carrieil a head where his tail should ba, 

And the two, of course, could never a^ree, 

But wri;^u;led about with main and might, 

Now to the leil and now to the rij^ht; 

Pulling and twisting this way and that. 

Neither knew what the other was at. 
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THE DOUBLE-HEADED SNAKE. i 

A snake with two heads, lurkin" so near I — 
Judge of the wonder, jiuess at ihe fearl 
Think what ant;ient gosaijra might say, 
Shaking their heads in iheir dreary way, 
Between the nieetinajs on Sabbath-dayl 
How Drchina, searchmg at day'a decline 
The Common Pasture Ibr sheep or kine, 
The lerrible double-ganger heard 
In leafy ruatlo or whirr of bird! 
Tlink what a ze9t it gave (o the eport, 
In berry-tiine of the younger sort, 
As over pastures btaek berry-twined 
Beuben and Dorothy lugged behind. 
And closer ai;d'uloaer, m' fear of harm, 
The maiden elmig to her lover's ami ; 
And how the spark, who was forced to stay. 
By his sweetheart's fears, till the break of daj 
Thanked the snake for the fond delay.1 

Far and wide the tale was told. 

Like a snowball growing while it rolled. 

The nurse hushi'd witli it the babj-'s cry; 

And it served, in the worthy minister's eye, 

To paint the primitive serpant by. 

Cotton Mather came galloping down 

All the way to Newbury town, 

With his eyes ^og and his ears set wide, 

And his uiarveifous iiikhorn at hie side; 

Stirring the while in the sliallow pool 

Of his brains for the lore he learned at school, 



And the tales he heani and the notes he took. 
Behold I are Ihey not in his Wonder-Book ? 

Stories, like dri^ons, are hard to kill. 
If the snake does not, the tale runs still 
In Bjfield Meadows, on Pipestave Hill. 
And still, whenever husband and wife 
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publish the shame of their da.\]y strife, 

Anci, with mad cross-purpose, tug and strain 

At either end of the marriage-chain, 

The gossips say, wilh a Imowin^ shake 

Of their gray heads, " Look at the Double Snake 1 

One in body and two in will, 

The AmphisbEena is living still ! " 



THE SWAN SONG OF PARSON AVERY. 
When the reaper's task was ended, and the eam- 



hildren eight, 
I>ropping down the rlver- 
" Watth and Wait." 

rieasantly lay the clearings 

With the newly-planted orchards dropping their 

fruits first-born. 
And the honiest«ads like green islands amid a sea 

of corn. 

Broad mfiadows reached out seaward the tided 

creeks between, 
And hills rolled wave-like inland, with oaks and 

walnuts green ; — 
A fairer home, a goodlier land, his eyea had nevet 



Tet away sailed Parson Arery, away where duty 

And the voice of God seemed calling, to break the 

living bread 
To the souls of fishei-s starving on the rotks of 

Marhlehead. 
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All day they sailed : at nightfall the pleasant land- 
breeze died, 

The blackening aky, at midnight, its starry lights 
denied, 

And far and low the thunder of tempest prophesiedl 

Blotted out were all the coast-lines, gone were roek, 

and wood, and sanrl ; 
Grimly anitious stcuxl the skipper with the rudder 

in his hand, 
And questioned of the darkness what was sea and 

what was land. 

And the yreaeher heard liis dear ones, nestled round 

him, weepinjj; sore : 
" Never heed, my Utile children ! Christ is walking 

on before 
To the pleasant land ol heaven, where the sea shall 



All at once the great cloud parted, like a curtain 

drawn aside. 
To let down the toreh of lightning on the terror far 

and wide ; 
And the thunder and the whirlwind together smoto 

the tide. 

There was wailing in the shallop, woman's wail and 

man's despair, 
A crash of breaking timbers on the rocks so sharp 

and bare, 
And, through Jt all, the murmur of Father Avery'a 

prayer. 

From hia struggle in the darkiiess with the wild 

waves and (he blast. 
On a rock, where every billow broke above him ai 

e, of a) 
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There a comrade Tieard him praying, in the pause 

of wave ami wind : 
" All my own have gone before me, and I linger 

just behind ; 
Kot for life I ask, but only for the rest tby ransomed 

findl 

"In thia night of death I challenge the promise of 

thy woni ! — 
Let me see the great salvation of which mine ears 

have heard '. — 
Let me pass from hence forgiven, through the grace 

of Chriat, our Lord ! 

"In Ihe baptism of these waters wash whitfl my 

And let me follow up to tliee my household and my 

kin! 
Open the sea-gate of thy heaven, and let me enter 



Wlien the Christian, sin^s his death-song, all the lis- 
tening heavens draw near. 
And the angels, leaning ovi-r ihe walls of crystal, hear 
How the notes so f»nt and broken swell to mu-sic in 
God's ear. 

The ear of God was open to his servant's last ra- 

Aa the strong wave !jwepl him downward the sweet 

hymn upward pressed, 
And the soul of Fathei Avery went, singing, to its 

There was wailing on the mainland, from the rocks 

of Marblehead ; 
In the stricken church of Newbury the notes of 

And long, by boanl and hearth-stone, the living 
mourned the dead. 
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Aad atill the fishers outbound, or scudding from the 

With grave and reverent faces, the ancient tale 

Wliea they see tiie white waves breaking on the 
Rock of Avery's Fall: 



THE TRUCE OF PISCATAQUA. 

1675. 

Razb these long blacks of brick and stone, 
These huge mill-monslera overgrown; 
Blot out the humbler piles as well, 
Where, moved like living shuttles, dwell 
The weaving genii of the bell ; 
Tear from the wild Cocheco's track 
The dams that bold its torrents back ; 
And let the loud-rejoicing fall 
PluQce, roaring, down its rocky wall; 
And let the Indian's paddle play 
On the unbridged Piscataqual 
Wide over hill and valley spread 
Once more the forest, dusk and dread, 
With here and there a clearing cat 
From the walled shadows round it shut ; 
Baeh with its farni-house builded rude. 
By Englisli yeoman squared and hewed, 
And the giim, flankei«d block-house bound 
With bristling palisades around. 
So, haply, shall before thine eyes 
The dusty veil of eenturies rise, 
The old, strange scenery overlay 
The tamer pictures of to-day, 
While, like the actors in a play. 
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Paaa in their ancieni guise along 

The figurea of my border song : 

What time beside Coi-lieco's flood 

The white nian anil the led man stood, 

With words ot peace and brotherhood ; 

When passed the sacred calnDn't 

From hp to Up with fire-Jrauglit wet, 

And, paffed in scorn, the peace-pipe's smoke 

Through the gray beard of Waldroii broke, 

And ^uando^s voice, in suppliant plea 

For uieify, struL-k thu haughty key 

Of one who held, in any fate. 

Hie native pride inviolate 1 

" Let your ears he opened wide 1 
He who speaks has nevur lied. 
Waldron of Piscataqua, 
Hear what Si[uaMdo has to Kay ! 

" Squaiido shuls his eyes and sees. 
Far off, Sato's hcndock-treca. 
In his wigwam, still as stone, 
Sits a woman all aloiiu, 

" Wampum beads and hiiv-hen straadi 
Dropping from her earelcss hands, 
Listening ever for the fleet 
Patter ol a dead child's feet! 

" When the moon a year ago 
Told the flowers the time to blow, 
Id that lonely wigwam smiled 
Menewee, our little child. 

" Ere that moon grew thin and old. 
He was lying still and cold ; 
Sent before us, weak and small. 
When the Master did not call ! 
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" On his little grave I lay ; 
Three times went and came the day ; 
Thrice above me blazed the noon. 
Thrice upon me wept the moon. 

" In the third ni^)it-wati;h I heard, 
Far anil low, a sjiirit-bird ; 
Very mournful, very wild, 
'Sang the totem of my tliild, 

■* ' Menewee, poor Munewee, 
Walks a path he cannot see : 
Let the white man's wigwam light 
With its blaze hia steps aright. 

■' ' All-un' ^Iled, he dares not show 
lilnipty kinds to Manito : 
Setter gifts he cannot bear 
TLan the scalps his slayers wear.' 

" All the while the totem sang, 
Lightning blazed anil ihunder rang; 
And a black cloud, reathing high, 
I'alled the white moon from the sky. 

"I, the meditinc-inan, whose ear 
All that spirits hear can hear, — 
1, whose eyes are wide to see 
All the things that are to be, — 

•' Well I knew the dreadful signs 
In the whispers of the pines, 
in tbe river roaring loud, 
Tn the mutter of the cloud. 

" At the breakinfi of the day, 

Prom the crave I passed away; 

Flowers bioouicd round me, birils sang glad, 

But my heart was hot and mad. 



" There is rust on Squando's knife, 
From the warm, red springs of life ; 
On the funeral hemlock-trees 
Many a scalp the totem sees. 

" Blood for blooii ! But evermore 
Squando's heurt i$ sad and sore ; 
And his poor sqUHW waits at home 
Tor the feet that never tome ! 

" Waldron of Cocheco, hear ! 
Squanilo speaks, who laughs at fear: 



As the words died on hb tongue, 
Wide apart his warriors swung ; 
Parted, at the sign he gave, 
Right and Islt, like Egypt's wave. 

And, like Israel paasino; free 
Through the prophet-charmed sea, 
Captive mother, wife, and child 
Through the dusky terror filed. 

One alone, a little maid, 
Middleway her steps delayed, 
Glancinn, with quitk, troubled sight. 
Bound aixtut from red to white. 

Then his hand the Indian laid 
On the little maiden's head. 
Lightly from her forehead fair 
Smoothing hack her yellow hair. 

" Gift or favor ask I none ; 
What I have is all my own : 
Never yet the birds have sung, 
' Squando hath a beggar's tongue.' 
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• Te^ for her who waits at home 
For the dead who cannot come, 
Let the little Gold-hair be 
In the place of Mcne wee 1 

" Mishanock, my little star 1 
Come to Saco's pines afar ; 
Where the sad one waita at home, 
Wequashim, my moonlight, come I" 

"Whatl" quoih Waldron, "leave a child 
Christian-born to heathens wild ? 
As God lives, from Satan's hand 
I will pluck her as a brand ! " 

"Hear me, while man!" Squando cried ^ 
" Let the little one decide. 
Wequashim. my moonlight, say. 
Wilt thou go with me, or stay ? " 

Slowly, sadly, half-afrsud, 
Half- regretfully, the m^d 
Owned the ties of bloodand race, — 
Turned from Squando's pleading face- 
Not a word the Indian spoke. 
But bis wampum ch^n he broke, 
And the beaded wonder hung 
On that neck so fair and young. 

Sllenee-shod, as phantoms seem 
In the marches of a dream, 
Single-filed, the grim array 
Through the pine-trees wound away. 

Doubting, trembling, sore amazed. 
Through her tears the young child gazed. 
" God preserve her 1 " Waldron s^d ; 
" Satan hath bewitched the maid 1" 
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Tears went and came. At close of dav 
Singing came a cliild from play. 
Tossing fi-oui ber loosa-lookeii bead 
Gold in sunshine, brown in sbade. 

Piide was in the mother's look. 
But her bead she gravely shook, 
And with lipa that loudly emiled 
Feigned to ubide her truant child. 

Unabashed, the maid besan : 
" Up and down the brook I ran, 
Wliere, beiieatli the bank so sttep, 
Lie the spotted trout asleep. 

" ' Chip I ' went squirrel on the wall, 
After mu 1 lieard liim call, 
And the eat-blrd on the tree 
Tried his best to mimic me. 

" Where the hemlocks grew so dark 
That 1 stopped to look and bark, 
On B. log, with feather-hat. 
By the path, an Indian sat. 

" Then I cried, and ran away ; 
But he called, and bade me stay ; 
And bis voice was good and mild 
As my mother's to net child. 

" And he took my wampum chain, 
Looked and looked It o'er again ; 
Gave me berries, and, beside. 
On my neck a plaything tied." 

Straight the mother stooped to see 
What ihe Indian's gift might be. 
On the br^dd of wampum hung, 
Lo I a cross of silver swung. 
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Well she knew ils graven sign, 
Squaado'a bird and totem pine ; 
And, a mirage of the brain. 
Flowed her childhood back again. 

Flashed the roof the sunshine through, 
Into space the walls outgrew ; 
On the Indian's wigwaia-mat, 
BlosBom-crowued, agiun she sat. 

Cool she fell the west wind blow. 
In her ear the pinea sang low. 
And, like links from out a chain, 
Dropped the jears of care and pain. 

From the outward toil and din. 
From the griefs that gnaw within, 
To the freedom of the woods 
Called tbe birds, and winds, and floods. 

Well, painful minister I 
Watch thy flock, but blame not her. 
If her ear grew sharp to hear 
All their voices whispering near. 

Blame ber not, as to her soul 
All the desert's glamour stole, 
That a tear for childhood's loss 
Dropped upon tbe Indian's cross. 

When, that night, the Book was read, 
And she bowed her widowed head. 
And a prayer for each loved name 
Bose like incense from a flame 

To the listening ear of Heaven, 
Lo I another name was given : 
" Father, give the Indian rest I 
Bless him f for his lore has blest I " 
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MY PLAYMATE. 

! were dark on Rainoth hill, 
,nr. was soft and low ; 
inc uiuMuiiio II. Liie sweet May wind 
Were falling like the snow. 

The hlossoms drifted at our feet, 
The orchard birds saii^ clear ; 

The aweetflst and the saddest day 
It seemed of all the year. 

For, more to me than birds or flowers, 

My playmate left her home, 
And took with her the laughing spring, 
The music and Che bloom. 

She kissed the lipa of kith and kin, 

She laid her hand in mine ; 
What more could ask tlie bashful boy 

Who fed her father's kine ? 

She left us in the bloom nf May : 
The constant years told o'er 

Their seasons with as sweet May morns, 
But she came back no more. 

I walk, with noiseless feet, the round 

Of uneven tftil years; 
Still o'er and o'er I sow the spring 

And reap the autumn ears. 
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rhero haply with her jewelled handa 

She smooths her silken gown, — 
No more the homespun lap wherein 
Ishoolc the walnuts down. 

The wild grapea wait us hy the brook, 

The brawn nuts on the hill, 
And still the May-day flowers make sweet 

The woods of FollyraiU. 

The lilies hlossom in the pond. 

The bird builds in the tree, 
The dark pines sin^ on Raraoth hill 

The slow song of the sea. 

I wonder if she thinks of them, 
Aod how the old time Beema, — 

If ever tlie pines of Ramoth wood 
Are sounding in her dreania. 

1 see her face, I hear her voice ; 

Does she remember mine 7 
And what to her is now the boy 

Who fed her father's kine ? 

What cares she that the orioles build 

For other eyes than ours, — 
That other hands with nuts are filled, 

And other laps with flowers ? 



The winds so sweet with birch and fern 

A sweeter memory blow ; 
And there in spring the veeries aing 

The gong of long ago. 
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And fldll the pines of Eamoth wood 
Are moaning like the sea, — 

The moaning of the aca of change 
Between myself and thee I 
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THE SHADOW AND THE LIGHT. 
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The fourteen centuries Fall away 
Between us and the Afric saint, 
And at hia side we urge, to-day, 
The immemorial quest and old compiainL 

No outward sign to us is given, — 

From sea or earth comes no reply; 

Hushed as the warm Numidian heaven 

He vainly questiooed beoda our frozen aky. 

No victory comes of all our strife, — 

From all we grasp the meaning slips ; 
The Sphinx site at the gate of lite. 
With the old question on her awful lips. 
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In patlis unknown we liear the feet 

Of fear before, and guilt behind ; 

We pluck the wayside fruit, and eat 

Ashes and dust beoeath its golden rind. 

From age to age descends unchecked 

The sad bequest of aire to son, 
The body's tamt, the mind's defect — 
Through every web of life the dark threads run. 

Ohl why and whither?— God knows all: 

I only know that he is gfiod. 
And that whatever may befall 
Or here or there, must te the best that could. 

Between the dreadful cherubim 
A Pather'a face I atJII discern, 
As Moses looked of old on him, 
And saw hia glory into goodness turn 1 

For he is merciful as just : 

And so, by faith correcting eight, 
I bow before hia will, and trust 
Howe'er they seem he doeth all things right 

And dare to hope that he will make 

The rugged smooth, the doubtful pisun ; 
His mercy never quite forsake ; 
His healing visit every realm of pain ; 

That suffering ia not hia revenge 

Upon his creatures weak and frail, 
Sent on a pathway new and strange 
With feet that wander and with eyes that fa! , 

That, o'er the crucible of pain, 

Watches the tender eye of Love 
The slow transmuting of the chain 
Whose links are iron below to gold abore t 
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Ah, me! we doubt the shining skiea 

Seen through our shadows of offence, 
And drown with our poor childish criei 
The cradle-hymn of kindly Providence. 

And still we love the evil cause, 

And of the just effect complain ; 

We tread upon life's broken lawa. 

And murmur at our self-inflicled pain ; 

We turn ua froni the light, and find 

Our spectral shapes before us thrown. 
As they who leave the sun behind 
Walk in the shadows of themselves alone. 

And scarce by will or strength of oura 

We set our faces to the day ; 
Weak, wavering, blind, the Eternal Powers 
Alone can turn us from ourselves away. 

Our weakness is the strength of sin. 

But love must needs be stronger far, 
Outreaching all and gathering in 
The erring spirit and the wandering star. 

A Voiee grows with the growing years ; 

Earth, hushing down her bitter cry, 
Looks upward from her graves, and hears, 
"The Resurrection and the Life am L" 

Oh, Ijove Divine !— whose constant beam 

Shines on the eyes that will not see, 

And waits to bless us, while we dream 

Tboa leavest us because we turn from thee I 

All souls that struggle and aspire, 

All hearts of prayer by thee are lit; 
And, dim or clear, thy tongues of fire 
On dusky tribes and twilight centuries i.%. 
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Nor bounds, nor elirne, nor creed thoQ knowVit, 

Wide as our need thy favors fall ; 
The white wings of the Holy Ghost 
Stoop, Been or unseen, o'er the heads of all. 

Oh, Beauty, old jet ever new I ^ 

Eternal Voite, aiod Inward Word, 
The Logos of the Greek and Jew, 
The old sphere-muaiu which the Samian heard! 

Truth which the aage and prophet saw, 

Long sought without hot found within. 
The Law of Love beyond all law, 
The Life o'erflooiling mortal death and sin I 

Shine on us with the light which glowed 

Upon the tranee-hound shepherd's way, 
Who saw the Darkness overflowed 
And drowned by tides of everlasting Day.* 

Shine, light of God! — make broad thy scope 

To all who sin and sufier ; more 
And better Ihan we dare to hojie 
With Heaven's eompassiou make our longings poor I 



THE GIFT OF TRTTEJHUS. 

Tkitbmius of HEKBiPOLia, one day. 
While kneeling at the altar's foot to pray. 
Alone with God, as was his pious choice, 
Heard from without a miserable voice, 
A sound which seemed of all sad things to tell, 
As of a lost soul crying out of hell. 

Thereat the Abbot paused ; the chain whereby 
His llioughts went upward broken by that crj*; 



And, looltlng from the casement, aaw below 
A wretched woman, with pray hair a-flow, 
And withered hands held up to him, who cried 
For alms 03 one who might not be denied. 

She cried, " For the dear love of Him who gava 
His life for ours, my child from bondage save, — 
My beautiful, brave firat-born, chained with slaves 
In the Moor's galley, where the sun-smit waves 
Lap the white walls of Tunis 1 " — " What I can 
I give," Tritcmius said ; " my prayers." — " man 
Of God ! " she crieit, for srief had made her bold, 
" Mock me not thus ; I ask not prayers, but gold. 
Words will not serve me, alms alone suffice; 
Even while I speak perchance my firal-bom dies." 

" Woman ! " Tritcmius answered, " from our door 

None go unfed ; hence are wo always poor : 

A single soldo is our only store. 

Thou hast our prayers; — what can we give the« 



" Give me," she said, " the silver candlesticks 
On either aide of the great crufifix. 
God well may spare them on his errands sped, 
Or he can give you golden ones instead." 

Then spake Trilemius, " Evan aa thy word, 

Woman, so he it ! (Our most gracious Lord, 

Who loveth mercy more than sacrifice, 

Pardon me if a human soul I prize 

Above the gills upon his altar piled !) 

Take what thou askest, and retieem thy child." 

But his hand trembled as the holy alms 
He placed within the beggar's eager palms ; 
And as she vanished down the linden .^hade, 
He bowed bis head and tor forgiveness prayed. 



So the day passed, and when the twilight cano 
He woke to find the ohapel all a-flame, 
And, dumb with grateful wonder, to behold 
Upon the altar caudlestiuka of gold I 



THE ETE OF ELECTION. 

From nold to gray 

Our mild sweet day 
Of Indian Summer fades too soon ; 

But tenderly 

Above the sea 
SaDgs, white and ealm, the Hunter's mi 

In its pale fire, 

The Tillage spire 
Shows like the zodiac's spei^tral lauoe ; 

The painted walla 

Wheraon it falls 
Transfigured stand in marble trance I 

O'er fallen leaves 

The west wind grieves, 
fet comes a seed-time round agiun ; 

And mom shall see 

The State sown free 
With baleful tares or healthful grain. 

Along the street 

The shadows meet 
Of Destiny, whose bauds uonceal 

The moulds of fate 

That shape the State, 
And make or mar the uominoii weaL 
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Around I see 

The powers that be ; 
I itand by Empire's primal apriags ; 

And princes meet 

In every street, 
And hear tlic tread of unorawned siugal 

Hark ! through the erawd 
The laugh runs loud. 
Beneath the sad, rebukioa moon- 
God save the land 
A careless hand 

No jest is this ; 

Maj blast the liope of Freedom's year 

Oh, take me where 

Are hearts of prayer. 
And foreheads bowed in reverent fear I 

Not lijthtly fait 

Beyond rei:all 
The wntten seroHs a breath «an float j 

The crowning fatt, 

The klii^lLest aet 
Of Freedom, Is the freeman's vote I 

For pearls that gem 

A diadem 
The diver in the deep sea diei ; 

The regal right 

We boast to-night 
Ib ours through costlier sacrifice: 

The blood of Vane. 
His prison pain 
Who traced the path the Pilgrim trod, 
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And hera whose faith 
Drew strength from death, 
And prayed lier Russell up to Giod I 

Our hearts grow cold, 

We Ikhtly hold 
A right which brave men died to gain ; 

The stake, the cord. 

The axe, the a word, 
Grim nurses at its hirth of pain. 

The shadow rend. 

And o'er us bend. 
Oh, martyrs, with your crowns and palmg,- 

Breathe through these throngs 

Your battle songs. 
Tour scaffold prayers, and dungeon psalms 

Look from the sky, 

Like God's great eye. 
Thou solemn moon, with searchmg beam ; 

Till in the sight 

Of thy pure light 
Our mean seif-seekings meaner seem. 

Shame from our hearts 
Unworthy arts. 
The fraud liesigned, the purpose dai'k; 

"The hands we lay 
Profanely on the sacred ark. 

To party claims. 

And private aims, 
Eeveal that august face of Truth, 

Whereto are given 

The age of heaven. 
The beauty of immortal youth. 
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Soshall our voice 
Of sovereign choice 

Swell tJie cJeep bass of duty done. 
And strike the key 
Of time to be, 

When God and man shall speak as i 



THE OVER-Hfc;ART. 



Abovr, below, in sky and ao<I, 
In leaf and Hpar, in star and man, 
Well might the wise Athenian scan 

The ((eometric si^ns of God, 
The measured order of his plan. 

And India's m}'atics eang aright 
Of (be One Life pervading all, — 
One Being's tidal rise and fall 

In soul and form, in sound and sight,— 
Eternal outflow and recalL 

God is : and man in guilt and fear 
The central fact of Nature owns; — 
Kneels, trembling, by his altar-atonea. 

And darkly dreams the ghastly smear 
Of blood appeases and atones. 

Guilt shapes the Terror: deep within 
The human heart the secret lies 
Of all the hideous deities ; 

And, painted on a ground of ain. 
The fabled gods of torment rise 1 

And what is He? — The ripe grain nods. 



lai FOKMS AND LYUICS. 

But ilaii'ker signs liis presence shon . 
The eartliquakB ami the storm ar« (Jod's, 
And good and ovil interflow. 

Oh, hearts of love I Oh, Houla that turn 
Like suiiHuwei's to tli« pure and bt»t ! 
To you the Irulh is inauifu^t : 

For they tlie mind of Christ discern 
Who lean like John upon his breiuCl 

In him of irhoiu the Sibyl tohl, 

For «fhom the prophet's hai-p was (oned. 
Whose need the s^e and majjian owned, 

The loving heart of Go<t behold. 

The hope for whieh the agKS groaned 1 

Fade, pomp of dreadful imagery 
Wherewith mankind have deified 
Their hate, and selfishness, and pride I 

Jjet the scared dreamer wake to see 
The Christ of Nazareth at his side ! 

What doth that holy Gnide require? — 
No rite of pain, nor gift of blood, 
But man a kindly brotherhood, 

Lookin", where duty is dHsire, 
To him, the beautiful aiid good. 

Gone be the faithlessness of fear. 

And let the pityinp; heaven's sweet rain 
Wash out the altar's bloody stain; 

The law of Hatred disappear, 
Tlie law of Ixive alone remain. 

How fall the idols false and ffrim !— 
And lo! their hiileoua wrut-k above 
The emblems of the Lamb and Dove I 
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IK RBMKMBBASCE OF JOSEPH 3TUR0] 

The world sits at the feet of Chnat, 
Unknowing, blind, and unconsoled; 
It yet sliall touch bis garment's fold, 

And feel t!ie heavenly Alchemist 
Transform lU very dust to gold. 

The theme hefittina angel longues 
Beyond a moi'taJ'^ seopu has ijrown. 
Oh, heart of mine ! with revereiiee own 

The lulnesij irhioh to it bolongs. 

And truiit the unknown lor the kaown 



IN REMEMBRANCE OF JOSEPH STURGE. 

In the fair land o'erwatthed by Ischia's mountains, 

Aeross the chann^ bay 
Whose blue waves keep with Capri's silver fountains 

Peipetual holiday, 

A king lies dead, his wafer duly ealen, 
His ^Id bought masses given ; 

And Rome's gi'uat altar smokes with gums to sweeten 
Ilei- foulest gift to Heaven. 

And while all Naples thrills with mnte thanksgiving, 
The conn of England's nueen 

For the dead monsler so abhorred while living 
In mourning gai'b is suen. 

With a true sorrow Go<l rebukes 'ihat feigning ; 

By lone Edghaston's side 
8taud^ a "reat city in the sky's sad raining, 

Bare-headed and wet-eyed I 

Silent for once the restle.'is hive of labor. 

Save the low funeral tread. 
Or voice of craftsman wliispenng" to his neighbor 

The aooi] deeds of the dead. 
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85^ POEMS AND LYUICg. 

For him no minster's chant of the immorlala 

Rose from the lipa of sin ; 
Bo mitred priest swung back the heavenlj' portals 

To let tlie wbite soul in. 

But Age anil Sickness frain*! their tearful faces 

In the low hovel's door, 
And prayers weut up from all the dark by-plaeea 

And Ghettos of tbe poor. 

The pallid toiler and the negro chattel. 

The vagrant of the street, 
The human dice wherewith in panics of battle 

The lonls of earth comj)ete, 

Touched with a grief that needs no outward 

All swelled the lon^ lament, 
Of grateful hearts, instead of marble, shaping 
Hb viewless monument I 

For never yet, with ritual poiiifi and splendor, 

In the long heretofore, 
A heart more loyal, warm, and true, and tender. 

Has England's turf closed o'er. 

And if there fell from out her jjrand old steeples 

No crash of brazen wail, 
Hie murmurous woe of kindreds, tongues, and 

Swept in on every gale. 

It came from Holstein's birchen-belted meadows, 

And from the tropic calms 
Of Indian iaianils in the sun-smit shadows 

Of Occidental palms ; 

From tbe locked roadsteads of the Both ni an 
And harbors of the Finn, 



i OF JOSUFtf STUROB. 897 

Wliere war's worn viutima iaw his gentle pre»- 

Come sailing, Christ-like, in. 

To seek the lost, to buUd the olil waste-places, 

To link the hostile slioi'e:) 
Of severing' seaa, and sow wilh England's d^es 
The moss of Fiulaiid'e uioora. 

Thanks for the good man's beautiful example. 

Who in the vilest saw 
Some sacrod trjpl or altar of a templu 

Still vocal with God's law ; 

Ami heard with tender ear the spirit sighing 

As from its prison e«ll, 
Praj'ing for pitj, like tlib mournful crying 

Of Jonah out of hell. 

Not his the Kolden pen's or lip's perauasion, 



His faith and works, like streams that intornuDgle, 

In the aaiue channel ran : 
The crystal uluai-ness of an eye kept angle 

Shamed all the frauds of man. 

TliB very (lentlost of all hnman natures 

He joineil to courage strong, 
And love outrcaching unto all (lod's creature! 

With sturdy hate of wrong. 

Tender as wo\nan ; manliness and meekness 

That they who judjiied him by his strengtli 01 
weakness" 
Savi but a single side. 



568 POEMS AND 1.YRIC8. 

Men fiuled, bctray&l him, but liis zeal seemed 

By failure ami by fall; 
Still a laree faitli ii> liuiiian kimi lie cherished. 
And in God's bve for all. 

And now he rests : hh ^rreatness ; 

No mor- sh ill seem at s 
And death has moiLldeil into calm 

The statue of his life. 

Where the dews glisten and tlic song-biids warble, 

His dust to dust is lai<l, 
In Nature's keeping, with no pomp of marble 

To shame his moilest shade. 

The forges glow, lire hamriiers all ai-e ringing; 

Beneath its smoky vale, 
Hard by, the city of his love is swinging 

Its clamorous iron flail- 
But round his grave are quietude and beauty, 

And the sweet heaven above, — 
The fittin" symbols of a life of dufy 

Transfigured into love I 



At morn I prayed, "1 fain would see 
How Tliree ai'C One, and One is Three. 
B«ad the dark riddle unto me." 

1 wandered forth, the sun and air 
1 saw bestowed with eqnal care 
On good and evil, foul and fair. 
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No partial favor dropped the rain ■ — 
Alike the righteous and profane 
Rejoiced above their heading grain. 

And my heart murmured, " Jg it meet 
That blindfold Nature thus shouUl treat 
With equal hand the tares and wiieat ? " 

A presence melted through my mood, — 
A warmth, a light, a sense of goo-1, 
Like euoshine through a winter wood. 

I saw that presence, mailed complete 
In her white innocence, pause lo greet 
A fallen sister of the street. 

Upon her bosom snowy pure 
The lost one china, as if seenre 
From inward guilt or outwar<l lure. 

" Beware ! " I saiil ; " in this I see 
No gain to her, but loss (o thee ; 
Who tooidies pitch defiled must be." 

I passed the haunts of shame and sin. 
And a voice whi9[nired, " Who therein 
Shall these lost souls ta Heaven's peace win? 

" Who there shall hope and health dispense, 
And lilV the ladder up from llience 
Whose rounds are prayers of penitence ? " 

I said, " No higher life they know ; 
These earth-worms love to have it so. 
Who stoops to raise them sinks as low." 

That nrght with painful care I read 
What Hippo's saint and Calvin said,— 
The living seeking to the doad 1 
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SCO PO&MB AM]> LVHICS. 

In vain I turned, in wearv que.it, 

Old pajjes, where (God give them rest !) 

The poor creed-raongers (ireaiQcd and guessed. 

And stil! I prayed, '; Lord, let me see 
How Three are One, and One is Three ; 
B«Bd the dark riddle unto me ! " 

Then something whispered, " Dost thou pray 
Por what thou hastV This very day 
The Holy Three have crossed thy way. 

" Did not the oilVs of sun and air 

To good and ill alike de<:lare 

The all-compassionate Father's care ? 

" tn the ivhice soul, that stooped to raise 

The lost one from her evil ways, 

Thou saw'st the Christ, whom angels praise I 

" A bodiless Divinity, 

The stilt small Voiee that spake to thee 

"Was the Holy Spirit's mystery I 

** Oh, blind of sight, of faith bow small I 
Father, and Son, and Holy Call ;— 
This day thou hast denied them all 1 

" Revealed in love and saerifice, 
The Holiest passed before thine eyes. 
One and the same, in threefold guise. 

" The ecjnal Father in rain and sun. 
His Christ in the good to evil done, 
His Voice in thy soul ; — and the Three are One I 
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TBS OLD BUBTIHO-OBOUMD. 

And my heart answered, "I^ni, I see 
How Three are One, and One is Three ; 
Thy riddle hath been read to me 1 ' 



THE OLD BURYING-GKOUND. 

Our Tales are sweet with fern and rose, 

Our hills are maple-c-rowned ; 
But not from them our fathers those 

The village burjing-ground. 

The dreariest spot in all the land 

To Death they set apart; 
With scanty Brace froni Nature's haad, 

And none trom that of Art. 

A winding wall of mossy stone. 

Frost- Hiing and broken, hnes 
A lonesome aere thinly grown 

With grass and wandering vines. 

Without the wall a birch-tree shows 

Its drooped and tassi^Ued head ; 
Within, a stag-horned sumach grows, 

Fern-leafed, with spikes of red. 

There, sheep that graze the neighboring pbun 

Like white ghosts come and go, 
The farm-horse drs.<is his fetlock chain, 

The L-ow-bell tinkles slow. 



Low moans the river from its bed, 

The distant pines reply; 
Like mourners shrinking from the d 

They stand apart and sigh. 
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Z POEMS AKt> LTRIGB. 

Unshailed smites tlie summer sua, 

Unchecked the winter blast; 
Tlio school-girl li?arrm the place to shun. 

With glances backward cast. 

For thus our fathers testified— 

That he might read who ran— 
The emptiness of human pride, 

The nothingness of man. 

They dared not plant tliE jn'ave with flowers, 

Nor dress tin; fimeral soil, 
Where, with a love as deep as ours. 

They left their dead vrith God. 

The hawl and thomj' path they kept 

From beanty turned aside ; 
Nor missed they over those who slept 

The grace to life denied. 



And God be good to all. 

Above the graves the blackberry liung 
In bloom and gi'cen its wreath, 

And harebells swung as if they rung 
The chiuiea of peace beneath. 

The beauty Natnre loves lo share. 

The gifts she halh for ali. 
The common light, the cocnmon air, 

O'erei-ept the graveyard's wall. 

It knew the glow of eventide. 

The sunrise and the noon, 
And glorified and sanctified 

It slept beneath the moon. 
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THE OLTl BO KYPJG-a ROUND. 

Witli flowera or snow-flakea for its sod, 

Aroun<i the seasons ran, 

And evermore tlie love of God 

Rebuked the fear of man. 



We dwel) with fears on either hand, 

Within a ilail)- strife. 
And spectral problems waiting stand 

Before the gates of life. 

The doubts we vainlj' seek to solve, 

The truths we Itnow, are one ; 
The known and naoieUiss stars revolve 
Around the Central Sun. 

And if we reap a? we have sown, 
And cake the ilolc we ileal, 

The law of pain is love alone, 
Thu wounding is to Ileal. 

Unharmed from change to thange we 

Wu fall as In our dreams ; 
The far-off terror at our side 

A smiling angel suems. 

Secure on God's all-tender heart 
Alike rest groat and small ; 

Why fear to hto our little part. 
When ho is pledged for all? 

fearful heart and troubled brain ! 

Take hope and strength from this, — 
That Nature never hints in vain, 

Nor prophesies amiss. 

Her wild birds sina the same sweet sta 
Her lights and airs are given 

Alike to plavgroiind and the grave; 
And over'hoth is Heaven. 
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POEMS AND 1.YKICS. 



THE PIPES AT LUCKNOW. 

Pipes of the misty moorlands, 

Voice ol'the ulem and billa; 
The dronini; of the torrents, 

Tim treble of the rilLi I 
Nol: the liraes of broom and heather. 

Nor tlie mounlaiiis ilai'k with rain, 
Nor maiden bower, nor border tower, . 

Have beard your sweetest strain I 

Dear to the Lowland reaper, 

Ami plaided mountaineer, — 
To the cottage and the ea»(le 

The Scottish piped ^ro dear; — ' 
Sweet sounds the aneient pibroch 

O'er mount^n, louh, antt glade ; 
But the sweetest of all tnuiio 

The Pipes at Lut-know played. 

Day by day the Indian tijjer 

Louder yelled, and nearer crept; 
Ronnil and round tJie jungle-serpent 

Near and nearer eircles swept. 
" Pray for rescue, wives and mothers,— 

Pray to-dny 1 " the soldier said ; 
"To-morrow.death'B between us 

An<t the wrong and shame we dread." 

Oh ! they liateneii, looked, and waited, 

Till their hope became <leapair ; 
Am) the sobs of low bewailing 

Filled the Tiauaea of their prayer. 
Then up spafee a Scottish maiden. 

W\t\i her ear unto the ground : 
"Diuna ve hear it? — liinnaye hear il? 

The pipes o' Havelock sound I " 
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THE PIPK8 AT LUCKNOW. SSS 

Hu9l{ed the wouniied man hia groaning ; 

Hushed the wife her little ones; 
Alone they heartl the drum-roll 

And the roar of Sepoy guoa. 
But to sounds of home and ehildhood 

The Highland e^tr was true ; — 
As her moclier's cradle-crooning 

The mountain pipes she knew. 

Like the march of soundless music 

Through the vision of the seer, 
More of feeling than of hearing, 

Of the heart than of the ear. 
She knew the droning pibroeh, 

She knew the OampbeU's eatl : 
" Hark Ihear ye no' MacGregor's,— 

The gi'andest o' them all 1 ^ 

Oh I they listened, dumb and breathless, 

And they vaught the sound at last ; 
Faint an<l far beyonil the (Joomtee 

Rose and fell the piper's blast 1 
Then a burst of wild thanksgiving 

Mingled woman's voice and man's; 
" God be praised I— the maveh of Havelock I 

The piping of the elans ! " 

Lender, nearer, fierce as vengeance. 

Sharp and shrill as swords at strife, 
Came the wild MacGiegor's clan-call. 

Stinging all the air to life. 
But when the far-off' dust-cloud 

To plaided legions grew, 
Full tenderly and bllthsomuly 

The pipes of rescue blew I 

Bound the silver domes of Lucknow, 

Moslem mosque anil Pagan shrine, 

Breathed the air to Bi'itons dearest, 
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The air of Auld Lang Sjne. 
O'er the ciuel roll of war-druina 

Roi^b that siTtset and hoinelike sti 
Anc] tlie tartan ulove the (urban, 

Ai this Uoomtee cleaves the plail 

Dear to the corn-land reaper 
And pi aided mountaiueur, — 

To the cottage and tlie castle 
The pipur^ aoncT ia dear. 

Sweet sounds the Gaelic pibroch 

But the sweetest o?all oiusic 
Tub Pipes at Luckuow played I 



MY PSALM. 

I MOURN no more tay vanished jiears:' 

fietjeath a tender rain. 
An April rain of smites and tears, 

My heart is youug a^ain. 

The west winds blow, and, singing low, 
I bear the glad sti'eams run ; 

The windows <a my soul I throw 
Wide open to the sun. 

No lonijer forward nor behind 

I look in hope or fear ; 
But, grateful, take the ^ood 1 find, 

The best of now and here. 



ilougb r 
'fohi 



o harvest weed and tare ; 
The manna dropping from God's hand 
Rebukes my painful care. 
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1 break ay pilgrim staQ*, — I lay 

Aside tliB Coillii<! oiir ; 
The angel Bought eiS far away 

I weltoroe at my door. 

The airs of Bprin(j maj- never [>lay 

Anioug tbe njieiiiiig com, 
Nor freehiiess of (lie flowers of May 

Blow thi'ough the autuiuu morn ; 

Yet sliall the blue-eyed gentian look 
Through friugM lids U> heaven, 

And tliu pale aaCer in the broolc 
Shall see its image given — 

The woods shall wear their robes of praise, 

The Boath wind softly sigh, 
And sweet, calm days in goldon haze 

Melt down the amber sky- 
Not less shall manly deed and word 

Riibnke an a^a of wrong ; 
The pravun flowei's that wreaclie the sword 

Mak( not tbe blade less strong. 

But smitjn^ hands shall learn to heal,— 

To bujld as to destroy ; 
Nor less my heart for others feel 

That I tbe more enjoy. 

All as God wills, who wisely heeda 

To give or to withhold, 
And knoweth more of all my needs 

Than all my prayers have told t 

Enough that blessings undeserved 

Have marked my erring track; — 

That wheresoe'er my feet have swerved, 
Uia chastening tnrnud me back } — 
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That more and more a Providence 

Of love is understood. 
Making the spring!! of lime and sense 

Sweet with eternal good ; — 

That death seems but a covered way 
Wliich opens into light. 

Wherein no blinded child can stray 
Beyond the Father's sight ; — 

That care and trial seem at last, 
Through Memory's sunset air, 

Like tnoun Iain-ranges overpast, 
In purple distance fair ; — 

That all the jarring notes of life 
Seem blending in a psalm, 

And all the angles of its strife 
Slow rounding into calm. 

And so the shadows fall apart, 
And so the west winds play ; 

And all the windows of my heart 
I open to the day. 



LE MAEAIS DU CYGNE.» 



Where rose never grew 1 
Great drops on the bunch-grass, 

But not of the dew 1 
A taint in the sweet air 

For wild bees to shun 1 
A stain that shall never 

Bleaoh out in the sun I 



,„ Google 



LB MARAIS DV CYONB. 

Back, steed of the prairies I 

Sweet song-bini, flj- back 1 
Wheel hither, bald vulture I 

Gray wolf, call thy pack I 
The foul human vulturea 

Have feasted and Hed ; 
The vtAves of the Border 

Have crept frooi the dead. 

From the hearths of their cabins. 

The fields of their torn. 
Unwarned and unweapoiied, 

By tlie wjiirlwind of murder 
Swooped up and swept on 

To the low, reedy fen-lanilfl, 
The Marsh of the Swan. 

With a vain plea for mercy 

No stout knee waa crooked ; 
In the moutha of the ritles 

Right manly they looked. 
How paled the May sunshine, 

O Marais du Cygne 1 
On death for the strong life, 

On red grass for green 1 

In the homes of their rearing, 

Yet warm witli their lives. 
Ye wEut the dead only, 

Poor children and wives I 
Fnt out the red for^e-fire. 

The smith shall not come; 
Unj'oke the brown oxen. 

The ploughman Ilea dumb. 

Wind slow from the Swan's Marsh, 

O dreary ileatli- train, 
With pressed lips as bloodlesa 
vol. ti. 21 
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P0EU3 AND LTRICS. 

As lips of tbe slain ! 
Kiss down the young eyelid^ 

Smooth down tlie gray h^rs ; 
Let tears quenoh the i^urses 

That burn through your prayers. 

Strong man of the prairies, 

Mourn bitter and wild I 
Wail, desolate woman ! 

Weep, fatherless ehild ! 
But thu grain of Grod springs up 

From ashes beneath, 
And the crawn of his harvest 

la lift! out of death. 

Not in vain on the dial 

The shade moves along, 
To point the great conti'asts 

or right and of wrong : 
Free homes and free altars. 

Free pr^iie and flood, — 
Tbe reeds of the Swan's Marsh, 

Whose bloom is of blood! 

On the lintels of Kansas 

That blood shall not dry ; 
Heiiuelbrth the Bail Angel 

Shall harmless go by; 
Henceforth to tbe sunset, 

Unchei^fced on her way, 
Shall Liberty follow 

Tbe maruh of the day. 
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"THE ROCK" IN EL GlIOR. 

Dead Fetra in her hill-tomb sleeps. 
Her stones of emptiness remain ; 

Around her sculptured mystery sweeps 
The lonely nast« of Edom'a plain. 

From the doomed dwellers in the cleft 
The bow of vengeance turns not baek ; 

Of all her myriads none are left 
Along the Waily Muusa'a track. 

Clear in the hot Arabian day 

Her arches spring, her statues climb; 

Unchanged, the craven wonders pay 
No tribute to the spoiler, Time I 

Unchanged the awful lithograph 
Of power and glory undertrod, — 

Of nations scattered like the chaff 
Blown from Ihe threshing-floor of God. 

Yefshall Che thoughtful stranger turn 
From Petra's gates, with deeper awe 

To mark afar the burial urn 
Of Aaron on the cliffs of Hor; 

And where upon its ancient guard 

Thy Rock, 111 Gbor, is standing yet, — 

Looks from its turrets desertwaril, 

And keeps the watch that God has set 

The same as when in thunders loud 
It heard the voice of God to man, — 

As when it saw in fire and cloud 
The angels walk in Israel's van I 
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Or when from Eziop-Geber's way 
It saw the long procession file, 

And heaivl the Hebrew timbrels play 
The muait of the lordly Nile; 

Or saw the tabernacle pause. 

Cloud-bound, by Kadesh Barnea's wells 
While Moses graved the sacred laws, 

And Aaron swung his golden bells. 

Rock of the desert, prophet-sung I 

How grew its shadowing pile at length, 

A symbol, in the lit! brew tongue. 
Of God's eternal love and strength. 

On lip of bard and stroll of seer, 

From age to age went down the name, 

Until the Sliiloh's promised year, 

Aad Christ, the Roub of Ages, came ! 

The path of life we walk to-day 

la strange as that the Hebrews trod ; 

We need the shadowing rock, as they, — 
We need, like them, the guides of (irod. 

God send his angels, Cloud and Fire, 
To lead us o'er the desert sand I 

God give our hearts (heir long desire, 
His shadow in a weary land I 



ON A PRAVEE-BOOK, 



O Ary Scheffeh I when beneath thine eye, 
Touehed with the light that oometh from above, 



Therefrom (ha token of his muiil care, 

And make thy symbol of his truth a lie I 
The poor, dumb slave whose stiaskles fall away 
In his compassionate giize, grubbed smoothly out, 
To mar no more the exercise devout 
Of sleek oppression kneeling down lo pray 
Whei-e the geaM oriel stains the Sabbath day ! 
Let whoso can before such praying-booka 
Kneel on his velvet cushion; I, for one, 
Would sooner bow, a Parsee, to the sun, 
Or tend a prayer-v^huel in Thibetan brooks, 
Or beat a drum on Yedo's temple-floor. 
No falser idol man has bowed before, 
Iq Indian groves or islands of the sea, 

Than that which through the quaint-carved 
Got hie door 
Looks forth, — a Church without humanity ! 
Patron of piiile, and prejudice, and wrongj— 
The rich man's ehann and fetish of ihe strong. 
The Eternal Fulness meted, clipped, and shorn, 
The seamless robe of equal mercy torn. 
The dear Chriat hidden from bis kinilred flesh, 
And, in his poor ones, cruciSed afresh ! 
Better the simple Lama scattering wide. 

Where sweeps the storm Alechau's steppes along, 
Hi)' paper horses for the lost h> ride. 
And wearying Bucldha with his prayers to make 
The figures living for the Ivaveller's sake. 
Than he who hopes with cheap praise to beguile 
The ear of Goil, dishonoring man the while; 
Who dreams the pearl gate's hinges, rusty grown. 
Are moved by flattery's oil of tongue alone ; 
That in the scale Eternal Justice bears 
The generous deed weighs less than selfish prayers. 
And words intoned with graceful unction move 
The Eternal Goodness more than lives of truth and 



9T4 POZUS ASD LYRICS. 

Alaa, tlie Churoh ! — The reverend head of Jay, 
Enhaloed with its saintlj silvered hair. 
Adorns no mora Ihe plaues of her prayer ; 

And brave young Tjng, too early tailed avaj, 
Troubles the Haman of her courts no more 
Like the just Hebrew at th' Assyrian's door; 
And her sweet ritual, beautiful but dead 
Aa the dry huslc from which the ^ain is shed, 
And holy hymns from nhiuh the life devout 
Of saints and martyrs has wellnigh ^ne out, 

Like candles dying in exhausicil air, 
For Sabbath use in measured grists are ground', 
And, ever while the spiritual mill goes round, 
Between the upper and the nether stones, 
Unseen, unheard, the wretched bomlman groans, 

And aT^6i his vain plea, praycr-siuoihcred, anthem- 
drowned I 

Oh, heart of mine, keep patience !— Looking forth, 
As from the Mount of Vision, I behold, 

Fure.^ust, and Iree, tlie Church of Christ on earthy— 
The martyr's dream, the (golden age foretold I 

And found, at last, the mystic Graa! I see, 

Brimmed with His blessing, pass from lip to lip 
In sacred pledge of human fellowship ; 
And over all the songs of angels hear, — 
Songs of the love tliat castelh out all fear, — 
Songs of the Gospel of Humanity I 
Lo! in the midtt, with the same look he wore, 
Healing and blessing on Genesaret's shore, 
Folding to"ether, with the all-tender might 

Of his great love, the dark hands and the white, 
Stands the Consoler, soothing every pain. 

Making all burdens light, and breaking every chain 
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Well thought ! who would not rather hear 
Tho song3 to Love anrl Friendship sung 
Than Ihoae which move the stranger's tongue 
And feed his unseieeted ear V 

Our social joya are more than fame ; 
Life withers in the public lixik. 
Why mount the pillory of a hook, 
-Or barter comfort for a name ? 

Who in a house of glass would dwell, 
With curious eyes at every pane V 
To ring him in and oat again, 
Who wants the public crier's bell ? 

To Bee the angel in one's way, 
Who waits to play the ass's part, — 
Bear on his back the wizard Art, 
And in his service epeak, or bray ? 

And who his manly locks would shave, 
And quench tlie eyes of common sense. 
To share the noisy recompense 
That mocked the shorn and blinded slave ? 

The heart has needs beyond the head, 
And, starving in the plenitude 
Of strange gifts, craves its common food,— 
Our human nature's daily bread. 

We are but men : no gods are we. 
To wt in mid-heaven, cold and bleak. 
Each separate, on his painful peak. 
Thin-cloaked in self^omplaceiicy I 
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Better hia !o! whose axe is swung 
In Wartbui^ wooiU, or tliat poqj- gir!'» 
Who by ilia llin hur HpLiidli; wliirls 
And sings the songs that Lutber sung, 

Tban his who, old, and cold, and vain, 
At Weimar sat, a dBuiigod, 
And bowed with Jove's imperial nod 
His votaries in and out again t 

Ply, Vanity, thy wingfed feet I 
Ambitioo, hew thy rocky stair I 
Who envies bim who fends on air 
The icy splendor of bis seat ? 

1 see your Alps, above me, cut 

The dark, cold sky; and dim and lone 

With human senses dulled and ehuL 

I could not reach you, if I would. 
Nor «t among youruioudy shaptia; 
And (spare the fable of the grapes 
And fox) I would not if 1 could. 

Keep to your lofty pedestals ! 
The safer plain balow I choose: 
Who never wins can rarely loose, 
Who never climbs as rarely falls. 

Let such as love the eagle's scream 
Divide with him his home of ice : 
For me shall gentler notes siilHce,— 
The valley-song of bii-d and stream j 

The pastoral bleat, the drone of bees. 
The flail-b«at chiming far away. 
The cattle-low. at shut of day, 
The voice of God in leaf and breeze I 
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THE PALM-TREE. 



Then lend thy hand, my wiser friend, 

And help n)e to the vales below, 

(In truth, 1 have not I'ar to go,) 

Where aweet with flowers tbu fields extend. 



THE PALM-TREE. 

Is it the palm, the eoeoa-palm, 

On the Indian Sea, by the isles of balm? 

Or ia it a ship in the breezeless ealm ? 

A ship whose keel is of palm beneath. 
Whose ribs of patm have a palm-bark sheath. 
And a rudder of palm it stcereth with. 

Branches of palm are its spars and rails, 
Fibres of palm are its woven sails, 
And the rope m of palm that idly trails! 

What does the good ship bear so well ? 
The eoeoa-nut with its stony shell. 
And the milky sap of its inner eell. 

What are its jars, so smooth and fine. 
But hollowed nuts, filled with oil and wine, 
And the cabbage that ripens under the Line ? 

Who smokes his nai^ileh, coo! and ealm ? 
The master, whose tunning and skill could chatm 
Cargo and ship from the bounteous palm- 
In the cabin, he sits on a palm-mat soft. 
From a beaker of palm his drink is quaSed, 
And a palm-thatch shields from the sun alofll 
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His dress is woven of palmj- stranda, 

And he holds a palm-lBaf scroll in his handi, 

Traced with the Prophet's wise commands! 

The turban folded about !iia head 

Was ciaintilv wrought of the palm-leaf braid, 

And the fan that cools him of palm was made. 

Of threads of palm was the carpet spun 
Whereon he kneels when the day is done, 
And the foreheads of Islam are bowed as one t 

To him the palm is a gift divine, 
Wherein all uses of man combine,— 
House, and raiment, and food, and wine I 

And, in the hour of hia great release, 
Hia need of the palm shall only cease 
With the shroud wherein he lieth in peace. 

" Allah il Allah ! " he sings his psalm. 
On the Indian Sea, b}' the isles of balra ; 
" Thanks to Allah who gives the palm ! " 



How sweetly uome the holy psalms 

From saints and marly rs down. 
The waving of triumphal palms 

Above the thorny crown I 
The choral praise, the chanted prayers 

From harps by angels strung, 
Tlie hunted Cameron's mountain ain, 

The hymns that Luther sung 1 
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LINES FOE THE BURNS FEBTn'At. 81 

Yet, jamng not tie heavenly notes, 

Tlie soil nils ol' earth are heanl, 
As through the ofiea min^tiT tlialf 

Tbe Bvug of breeze and bird I 
Not less ihe wonder of tbe sky 

That diusies bloom below ; 
The brook langn on, though loud and high 

The cloudy organs blow ! 

And, if the tender ear be jarred 

That, haply, hears by tuiiis 
The saintly harp of Oluey's bard, 

The pastoral pipe of Bums, 
Mo discord mara His perfeel plan 

Who gave (hem both a tongue; 
For he who silim the love of luan 

Tbe love of God hath sung ! 

To day be every fault foi^iven 

Of him in whom we joy ! 
We take, with thanks, the gold of Heaven 

And leave the earlb's alloy. 
Be ours his musiu as of spring, 

Hia aweetiiesa as of flowers, 
The songs the banl himself might sin^ 

in holier ears than ours. 

■$weet airs of love and home, the hum 

Of household melodies, 
'^ome singing, as the robins come 

To sing in door-yard ireea. 
iiid, heart to heart, two nations lean. 

No rival wreaths to twiue, 
liut blending in eternal green 

The holly and the pine I 
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THE RED RIVER VOYAiiEUB. 

Out and in tbo river is winding 
Thi! links of it» long, red tihmo 

Through belta of dusky pine-land 
And gusty leagues of plain. 

Only, at tiniea, a smoke-wreath 
With the drifting uloud-rack joins, — 

The smoke of tho huuljng-lodges 
Of the wild Assioiboinsl 

Drearily blows the north wind 
From the land of ice and snow ; 

The eyes thai look ai-e weary. 
And heavy the handa that row. 

And with one foot on the water. 

And one upon the shore. 
The Angel of Shadow gives warning 

That day ehall be no more. 

Is it the elang of wild-geese ? 

Is it the Indian's yell. 
That leulia to the voice of the north wind 

The tones of a far-off bell ? 

The voyageur smiles as he li3t«Da 

To the sound that grows apace ; 

Well he knows tl 



The bells of the Roman Mission, 
That call from their turrets twain, 

To the boatman on the river, 
To the hunter on the plain I 
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Even 80 in our mortal journey 

The bitter north winds blow, 

And thus upon life's Red River 



And when the Angel of Shadow 
Rests his feet on wave and shore, 

And our ejes grow dim with watching 
And our hearts faint at the oar. 



LCsifrnal of his release 
In the bells of the Holy City, 
Tbe chimes of eternal peaue 1 



KENOZA LAKE. 

As Adam did in Paradise, 

To-day (be primal right we claim : 

Fair mirror of the woods and skies, 
We give to thee a name. 

Lake of the pickerel ! — let no more 
Tbe echoes answer back " Great Pond," 

But sweet Kenoza, from thy shore 
And watching hills beyond, 

Let Indian ghosts, if sueli there be 
Who piy unseen their shadowj- lines, 

Call back the ancient name to thee. 
As with tlie voice of pines. 

The shores we trod as barefoot boys, 

The nutted woods we wandered through. 
To friendship, love, and social jojs 
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Here aball tfae tender son^ be sung, 
And memory's dirges soft and low, 

And wit shall sparkle on the tongue, 
And mirth shall overflow, 

Harmless as summer lightning plays 

From a low, hidden cloud by night, 
A light to set the bills ablaze. 



In sunny South and prairied West 
Are exiled hearts remembering still. 

As bees their hive, as birds their nest. 
The homes of HaTcrbill. 

They join us in our rites to-day ; 

And, listening, we may hear, ere long, 
From inland lake and ocean bay, 

The echoes of our song. 

Eenozal o'er no sweeter Uke 

Shall morning break or noon-cloud sail,- 
No fairer faue iSan thine sliati take 

The sunset's golden veil. 

Long be it ere the tide of trade 

Shall break with harsh-resounding din 

The q^uiet of thy banks of shade. 
And hills that fold tbee in. 

Stll! let thy woodlands hide the haro. 
The shy loon sound his trumpet-uoto } 

Wing-weary from his fields of air. 
The wild-goose on thee float. 

Thy peace rebuke our feverish stir. 
Thy beauty our deforming strife j 

Thy woods and waters minister 
The healing of their life. 
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And Unless Mirtb, from care released, 
Behold, uiiawed, tby mirrored sky, 

Smiling as eniiled on Cana's feast 
The Master's loving eje. 

Aod when the summer day grows dim. 
And llglit mista walk tby mimic sea, 

Revive in aa the Ihought of fiim 
Who walked on G^ilee I 



So apake Ksaias : so, in words of flame, 
Tekoa'9 prophet- herdsman smote with blama 
The traffickers in men, and put to shame. 

All earth and heaven before, 
The sacerdotal robbers of the poor. 

All the dread Scripture lives for thee again. 
To smite with lightning on the hands profane 
Lifted to bless the slave-whip and the (jbain. 

Once more th' old Hebrew tongue 
Bends with ibe shafts of God a bow new-strung I 

Take up the mantle which the prophets wore ; 
Warn with their warnings, — snow the Christ once 

Bound, scourged, and crucified in hia blamelew 

And shake above our land 
The uiiquenched bolts that blazed in Hosea's band I 

Not vainly shall thou cast upon our years 
The solemn burdens of the Orient aeers, 
And smite with truth a guilty nation's ears. 

Mightier was Luther's word 
Than Set'kingen's mailed arm or Button's svord ! 
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THE SISTERS. 



The shade for me, but over thee 
The linirerLng sunshine still; 

As, EniiUn^, to the silent streltni 
Comes down the singing rill, 

So come to me, my little one, — 
My years with tbee I sliare, 

And mingle with a sisler's love 
A mother's tender care. 

But keep the smxie upon thy lip, 

The trust upon thy brow; 
Sinue for the dear one God hatb called 

We have an angel now. 

Our mother from the fields of heaven 

Shall slJU her ear incline ; 
Nor need we fear ber human love 

Is less for love divine. 

The songs are sweet tbey sing beneath 

The trees of life so fair, 
But sweetest of the songs of heaven 

Shall be ber children's prayer. 

Then, darling, rest upon my breast, 
And teach my heart to lean 

With thy sweet trust upon the arm 
Which folds us both unseen 1 
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I AORICULTURAL EXHIBtTIOIf> 389 



This day, two hundred yeara ajo, 
The wild grape by the river's side, 

And taslelifss jjrounU-nut trailing low, 
The Cahlti of the woods suppbtd. 

Unknown the apple's red and gold. 
The blushing tint of peai'h and pear ; 

The mii-ror of the Fowow lohl 
No tale of orchards ripe and rare. 

Wild as Ihe fruits be scorned to till, 
These vales the idle Indian trod ; 

Hor knew the glad, creative skill, — 
The joy of him who toils with Giod 

O Painter of tbe fruits and flowers ! 

We thank thee for thy wise design 
Wherebj' these human hands of ours 

la Nature's garden work with thine. 

And thanks that from our daily need 

The joy of simple faith is born ; 
That he who smiles the summer weed. 

May trust thee for the autumn corn. 

Give fools Iheir gold, and knaves their power; 

Let fortune's bubbles rise and fall ; 
Who ROWS a field, or trains a flowsr. 

Or plants a tree, is more than all. 

For he who blesses most is blest ; 

And God atid man shall own his north 
Wlio toils to leave as bis bei^uest 

An added beauty to the earth. 
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And, soon or late, to all that sow, 
The time of harvest shall be given ; 

The flower shall bloom, the fruit aliall ■■ 
If not OQ earth, at last in beaveii I 



THE PREACHER. 

Its winilows flashing to iJie sky, 
Beneath a thousand roofa of bi-own. 

Par down the vate, my friend and I 
Behelil the old and (juiet ton-n ; 

The "hostly s»i1g that out at sea 

Flapped their wlilte ninjw of mystery j 

The be*hes glimmering in the sun, 

And the low wooded capes that run 

Into the sea-niidt north and south ; 

The aand-blufis at the river's mouth ; 

The sniiipng chain-bridao, hthI, afar. 

The fbain-line of the harboi^bar. 

Over tho woods and meadow-landa 

A crimson-tinted shadow lay 

Of elouds through which the setting daj 

Flung a slant glory far away. 
It glittered on the wet sea-sHuds, 

It flami'd upon the city's panes, 
Smot« the white sails of shijis that wore 
Outward or in, and glided o'er 

The st«et)les with their veering vanes I 

Awhile my friend with rapid search 

O'erran the Iand3i:ape. " Yonder spira 
Over gray roofd, a shaft of fire ; 
What is It, (>ray ? "— " The Whitefield Church I 
Walled about by its basement stones. 
There rest the uiarvelions prophet's bones." 
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Then aa our homeward way we waited, 

Of the jjreat preachej^s life we talked ; 

And through the iiiyslerj of Our theme 

The outward glory seeinLsl to stream, 

And Nature's self Interpreted 

The doubtful ret'ord of the duad ; 

And every level beam that smote 

The anils upon the dark alloat 
A symbol of the light heuame 
Which touched the shadows of our blame 
Witli lonfijues of Peotpcoslal flame 

Over the roofs of the pioneers 

Gathei-s the moss of ii hundred yeiirs; 

On man and his works has passed the change 

Wliieh needj must be in a century's range. 

The land lies open and warm in the sun. 

Anvils clamor and mill-wlieelg run, — 

Flooks on Che hillsides, herds on the plain, 

Tbe wilderneaa gladdened with fruit and gr^n I 

But the living faith of the settlers old 

A dead profession their children hold ; 

To tbe lust of office and greed of traile 

A stepping-stone is the altar made. 

The churt^h, to place and power the door, 

Bebukes the sin of the world no more, 

Nor sees it-s Lord in the homeless poor. 

Everywhere is the grasping hand, 

And eager adding of land to land ; 

And earth, which seemed to the fathers meant 

But as a pilgrim's waytiiile tent, — 

A nightly shelter to fold away 

When the Lord should call at the break of day,— 

Solid and steadfast seems to b<!. 

And Time has forgotten Etornily ! 

But fresli and greun from the rotting rool>i 
Of primal forests the young growth alioota ; 
From the death of the old the new proceeds, 
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And the life of Irufh from the rot of creeds! 
On thelaJJur of God, which'upward leada. 
The steps of progress are human needs. 
For his judgments still are a mighty deep, 
And the eyes of his providence never sleep ; 
When the night is darkest he gives ihe morn ; 
When the famine tn sorest, the winu and corn 1 

In the church of the wilderness Edwards wrought 
Shaping his creed at the forge of thought ; 
And with Thor's own hammer welded and bent 
The ii'on links of his argument, 
Which strove to grasp in its mighty span 
The purpose of God an<l the fate of man 1 
Yet nuthful still, in his daily round 
To the weak, and the poor, and sin-sick found, 
The schoolman's lore and the casuist's art 
Drew warmth and life from hia fervent heart. 
Had he not seen in the solitudes 
Of bin deep and dark Northampton woods 
A vision of love about him fall '/ 
Not the bhnding splendor whieh fell on Saul, 
But the tenderer "lory that rests on them 
Who walk in the New Jerusalem, 
Where never the sun nor moon are known. 
But the Lord and his love are the light alone ) 
And watching the sweet, still eountenance 
Of the wife of his bosom rapt in trance, 
Ilail he not treasured each broken word 
or the mystical wonder seen and beard; 
And loved the heaudt'al dreamer more 
.That thus to the desert of earth she bore 
Chiaters of Bsehol from Canaan's shore ? 

As the barlev-wm nower, holding with pain 
Aloft in waiting his chalf and grain, 
Joyfully weleonies the farMjff breeze 
Sounding the pine-tree's slender keys. 
So he who had waited long to hear 
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The sound of tbe Spirit drawing near, 
Like that which the son of Iddo heard 
When the feet of angels the myrtles iitirred, 
Felt tbe answer of prayer, at last, 
As over hia church the afflatus passed, 
breaking its sleep as breezes break 
To sun-bright ripples a st^ciant lake. 

At firat a tremor of silent fear. 

The treep of the flesh at danger near, 

A vague foreboJing and discontent. 

Over tbe hearts of the people went. 

All nature warned in sounds and signs; 

Tbe wind in the topd of tbe foiest pines 

In the name of the Highest called to prayer. 

As the muezzin calls from the minaret stair. 

Through ceiled uhainber^ of secret sin 

Sudden and strong the light nhone in ; 

A guilly sense of liis neighbor's needs 

Startled the man of titl^eeds ; 

The trembling hand of the worldling shook 

The dust of years from the Holy Boob ; 

And the psalms of David, forgothin long, 

Took the place of tbe scoSer's song. 

Tbe impulse spread like the outward course 
Of waters moved by a central force : 
The tide of spiritual life rolled down 
From inland mountains to seaboard town. 

Prepared and ready the altar stands 
Waiting the prophet's outstretched hands 
And prayer availing, to downward call 
The hery answer in view of all. 
Hearts are like wax in the furnace, who 
Shall mould, and shape, and cast them anew ? 
Lol by the Merrimack Wuitefield stands 
III the temple that never was made by hands,— 
Curt^us of azure, and crystal wall, 
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And dome of the sunaliine over all I — 
A homeleas pilgrim, with dubious name 
B^own abuut oa the winds of fame ; 
Now aa an au^el of blt;asing clasaed, 
And now as a mad enthusiast. 
Called ill his vouth to sound and gauge 
Tbe moral lapse of bis raue and age, 
And, sharp as truth, the (.-ontrast m-aw 
Of human frailtj and perleut law ; 
Possessed by the one dread thoaght that lent 
Its goad to his liery Couiperanieiit, 
Cp and down the world be went, 
A Joliii tbe Baptist crjing — Repent 1 

No perfect whole ean our nature make; 
Here or there the circle will break; 
The orb of life as it takes the light 
Un one side leaves the other in uigbt. 
Never was saint so good and ;i;reaC 
As to give 110 ehauee at Si. Peter's gate 
For tbe plea of the devil's advocate. 
So, ineompluCe by bis being's law, 
The marvellous preauher had hue flaw : 
With step unequal, and lame with faults 
His shade on the path of History halts. 



Easy to glow with the Santon's rage, 
And walk on the Meccan pilgiimage; 
But he is greateiit and best who can 
Worship Allah by Loving man. 

Thus he — to whom, in the painful stress 
Of zeal on fire from its own excess. 
Heaven seemed m vast and earth so small 
That man was nothing, sinue (Jod was all— 
Foi^ot, as the best at times have done. 
That the love of the Lord and of [Dan are oni 



THE PREACHBB. 

Little to him wliose feet misliod 

The tKomy pith of the desert trod, 

Carcle:^ of p^n, so it led to God, 

Seeme'J the hurifrcr-pan^ and the poor man's wr 

The weak ones trodden beneath the strong. 

Should the worm be ehooser ?-— the clay withst 

The shaping trill of the potter's hand ? 

In the Indian fable Arioon hears 
The seorn of a gml rebuke his fears : 
" Spire tliy pity ! " Krishna saith ; 
" Not in thy sword is the power of death ! 
All is ilhision,— loss but seems; 
Fluasuri) and pain arc only dreams ; 
Who deems he slayeth doth not kill ; 
Who counts as slain is livinj; still. 
Strike, nor fear thy blow ia urime ; 
Nothing dies but the cheats of time; 
Slain or slayer, small the odds 
To each, immortal as Indra's gods ! " 

So by Saranmli's banks of shade, 
The stones of hi,s mission the preacher laid 
On the heart of the ne^i-o erushad and rent, 
And made of his blootl the wall's cement ; 
Baite the slavc-shi p speed from eoFi^l to coast 
Fanned by the wings of the Holy Ghost; 
And bugged, for the love of Christ, the gold 
Coined from the hearts in its groaiiiug hold. 
What could it matter, more or less 
Of stripes, and hunger, and weariness ? 
Living or dj-ing, bond or free, 
What was time to eternity ? 

Alas for the preacher's cherished schemes ! 
Mission and church are now but dreams ; 
Nor prayer nor fasting availed the plan 
To honor God through the wrong of man. 
Of all his lalK>rs no trace remains 
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Save the bondman lining Iiis han<)s in cbains. 
The woof he wove in the rij;hteous warp 
Ol' freetloni-lovin-; Ojilethorpe, 
Clolhus Willi curses the ^omliy land. 
Changes its greenness and b]oom (o sand ; 
And a ceDtury's lapse reveals once mora 
The alave-ship stealing to Georjrla'a shore. 
Father of Lisrht I how blind is he 
Who sprinkles the altar he rears to Thee 
With the blood and t«ara of bumanitj' 1 

He erred : Shall we count his gifts as naught ? 
Was the work of God in bini uiiwrought 'I 
The servant may through his deafness err, 
And blind may be Gods messeiiger ; 
But the errand ia sure they jio upon, — 
The word ia spoken, the deed ia done. 
Was tlie Hebi'ew tem[ile less fair and good 
That Solomon bowed to jjoda of wooii f 
For bis tempted beart and wandering feet. 
Were the Bong^f of David less pure and sweet ? 
So in Ught and shadow the preat-her went, 
God's erring and hunian instrument; 
And the hearts of the people where he passed 
Swayed as the reeds sway in the blast, 
Under the spell of a vuee whit-h l«ok 
In its compass the flow of Siloa's brook, 
And the mystical chime of the belts of gold 
On the ephod's hem of the priest of old, — 
Mow the roll of thunder, and now the awe 
Of the trumpet heard in the Mount of Law. 

A solemn fear on the listening crowd 
Fell like the shadow of a cloud. 
The sailor reeling from out the ships 
Whose masts stood thick in the river-slips 
Felt the jest and the cnrse die on his lipa. 
Listeneil the fisherman rude and liiit'd. 
The calker rough from the builder's yard. 
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The man of the market left his loaJ, 
Till! leanister leaned on his bemling jjoad. 
The maiden, and youth beside her, felt 
Tlieir Jiearls in a ulmer union melt, 
And saw the flowers of thuir loveiu bloom 
Down the endless vistas of lile to eome. 
Old a^ sat feebly brushinj; away 
Fram his ears the scanty locks of ge&y ; 
And careless boyhood, uving the free 
Uiii;onfleioua life of bin] and tree, 
Suddenly waken I'd to a sense 
Of sin aud its guilty comjoquence. 

Called the listenurj) up for their final choice , 

Ax if a strong hand rent apart 

The veils of sense from soul and heart, 

Showing in light ineffable 

The joys of heaven and woes of hull I 

All about In the mirity air 

The hills seemed kneeling in silent prayer; 

The rustle ofleaves, the moaning sedge, 

The water's lap on its sti'avBlled edjje, 

The wailing pines, and, far and faint, 

The wood-dove's note of sad complaint, — 

To the solemn voiee of the preacher lent 

An undertone as of low lament ; 

And the rote of the sea from its sandy coast 

On the easterly wind, now heard, now lost, 

Seemed the murmurous sound of the judgment 

Yet wise men cloubted, and good men wept, 
As that storm of passion above them swept, 
And, comnt-like, adding flame to flame, 
The priests of the new Evangel came,— 
Davenport, flashing upon the crowd, 
Chai^d like summer's electric cloud. 
Now holding the listener still as death 
With terrible warnings under breath. 
Now shouting for joy, as if he viewed 
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Tbe viaion of Heaven's beatitucle 1 

And Celtic Tenn ant, hia lon^coat bound 

Like a nionli's willi leathei-n ginlle round, 

Wild with the toas of unshorn hair. 

And ringin" of hands, and eyes aslare, 

Groaning under the world's despair ! 

Grave pastors, grieving their flocks to lose, 

Prophosied to tne empty pews 

That gourils would wither, and mushrooms die, 

And noiaest fountains run soonest dry, 

Like the spring that gashed in Newbory Street) 

Under the tramp of the earthquake's feet, 

A silver shaft in the air and light, 

For a single day, then lost in night, 

Leaving only, it-i plai;e to tell, 

Sandy fi.^ure and sulphurous amell. 

With zeal wing-clipped and white-heat cool, 

Moved by the apirit in grooves of rule. 

No longer harriefi, and cropped, and fleeced, 

^logged by sheriff and cursed by priest, 

iJnt by wiser coiinselB left at ease 

To settle quietly on hia leea. 

And, si'lf-con centred, to count as done 

The work which hia fathers scarce b^un, 

In Mient protest of letting alone, 

The Qaaker kept the way of his own, — 

A non-condnctoi- among the wires, 

With coat of asbestos proof to fires. 

And quite unable to mend hts pace 

To catch the falling manna of grace. 

He hugged the cbser his little store 

Of taith, and silently praj-ed for more. 

And vague of creed and barren of rite, 

But holding, as in his Ma,'*ter's sight. 

Act and thought to the inner light. 

The round of hia simple duties walked. 

And strove to live what the othere talked 

And who shall marvel if evil went 
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Step bj atep with the good Intpnt, 

And with love and meekness, side by side. 

Lust of the flesh and spiritual pride ?— 

That passionate longings and fant-ies vain 

Set the heart on fire and crazed the br^n?— 

'J'liat over the )ioly oraclea 

Folly sported with cap and bells? — 

'-That jtoodly women and learned men 

Marvelling told with tongue and pen 

How iinweaned uhildren chirped like birds 

Texts of Scripture and solemn words, 

Like the infant seers of the rocky ^lens 

In the Puy de Dome of wild Cevennes: 

Or baby Lamas who pray and preach 

From Tartar cradles in Buddha's speech V 

In the war which Truth or Freedom wage* 
With impious fraud and the wrong of ages. 
Hate and malice and aelf-love mar 
The notes of triumph ivith painful jar, 
And the helping angels turn aside 
Their sori-owing facea the shame to hide. 
. Never on custom's oilfed grooves 
The world to a higher level moves, 
But grates and grinds with friction hard 
Oh granite bouhler and flinty shard, 
Thelieart must bleed before it feels. 
The pool be troubled before it heala ; 
Ever by losses the right muat gain, 
Evei'y good have its birth of pain : 
The active Virtues blush tc find 
The Vices wearing their badge behind. 
And Graces and Charities feel (he fire 
Whei'ein the sins of the age expire ; 
The fiend stili rei.<la aa of^old he rent 
The tflrtured body from wliicii he went. 

But Time tests all. In the over-drift 
.Vud flow of the Nile, with its annual gift, 
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Who cares for tbe Hadji's relics sunk ? 
Who thinks of the drawiied-out Coptic moiik? 
The tide that loosens the temple's stones, 
And scattiirs the sacred iliis-boiies, 
Drives away from the valley-land 
That Arab robber, the wandei'ing Hand, 
Moistens At lields that know no rain, 
Fringes the disert with belts of grain. 
And bread to the sower brings again. 
So the flood of emotion deep and strong 
Troubled the land as it swept along. 
But left a result of holier lives, 
Tenderer mothers and worthier wives. 
The husband and father whose cliildrenfled 
And sad wife wept when his drnnken tread 
FriglitBne<l peate from his roof-true's shade. 
And a rock of offence his hearth-stone made, 
In a strength that was not his own, began 
To rise from the brute's to the plane of man. 
Old friends embraced, long held apart 
By evil counsel and pride of heartj 
And penitence saw througli misty tears. 
In the bow of hope on its cloud of fears, 
The promise of Heaven's eternal years, — 
The peace of God for the world's annoy, — 
Beauty for ashes, and oil of joy I 

Under the church of Federal Street, 
Under the tread of its Sabbath feet. 
Walled about by its basement stones, 
Lie the marvellous preacher's bones. 
So sMnlly honors to them are shown, 
No si^n nor miracle have they known; 
But he who passes the ancient chureh 
Stops in the shade of its belfry-porch, 
And ponders the wonderful life of him 
Who lies at rest in that eharnel dim. 
Long shall the traveller strain his eye 
From the railroad car, as it plunges bj, 
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And the vanishing town hehind him search 

For the slisnder apiro of the Whiliifield Church- 

And feel for one moment the ghosts of trade. 

And fashion, and folly, and plf^asure laid, 

By Che thought of that life ik pure iuteiit, 

That voiee of warning yet eloiiuent. 

Of one on the errands of anjiels sent. 

And if where he labored the flood of Hin 

Like a Mde from the harbor-bar sets in. 

And over a life of time and aenae 

The i:hiiich-spires lift their vain defence. 

As if to scatter the bolts of God 

IVith the points of Cahin's thundn'Nrod,— 

Slill, as the gem of itscivio crown, 

Precious bejond the world's renown, 

"Bis memory hallows the ancient town ! 
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Fkom the well-springs of Hudson, the sea-cliffs of 

Maine, 
Grave men, sober matrons, you gather again ; 
And, with hearts warmer grown as your heads grow 

Play over the old game of going to school. 



All your strifes and vexations, your whims and 
(You were not saints yourselves, if the children of 



How widely Boe'er you have strayed fiom the fold. 
Though your " thee " has growu " you," and your 
drab blue.and gold. 
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To the old friendly apeeoli and the garli's sober 

form, 
Liie the huart of Argyle to the tartan, j-ou warm. 

But, the first greetings over, you glance round the 

hall; 
Tour hiiartfl call the roll, but they answer not all : 
Through the turf green above Lhoui the dead can- 
Same by name, in the silence, falls sad as a tear 1 



They were frail like ourselves, they had needs li 
And they rest as we rest in God's merey alone. 



Thou<;h we sink in (he darkness, his arms break onr 

fall, 
And in death as in life he is Father of all I 

We are older : our footsteps, so light in the play 
Of the far-away sc-hool-time, move slower to-day ; — • 
Here a beard touched with i'rost, there a bald, shjn- 

And beneath the cap's border gray mingles with 

Bat faith should be cheerful, and li'usi should be 

glad, 
And our follies and sins, not our years, make us 

Should the heart closei shut as the bonnet grows 

And the tac;e grow in length as the hat grows in 
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Life is brief, duty grave; but, with r^n-foJded 

Of jesterdaj's sansliine tie grateful liearl singa ; 
And we, of all others, have reason to pay 
The tribute of thaiika, and rejoice on our way, 

For the counsels that turned from tfie follies of 

For the beauty of patience, the whiteness of truth ; 
For the wounds of rebuke, when love tampered its 

For tlie household'a restraint, and the discipline's 
hedge i 

For the lessons of kindness vouchsafed to the 

least 
Of the creatures of God, whether huuian or beast, 
Bringing hope to the poor, lending strength to the 

iVail 
In the lanes of the city, the slave-hut, and jail ; 

For a womanhood higher and holier, by all 

lier knowledge of good, than was Eve ere her 

fall.- 
Wbose task-work of duty moves lightly as play, 
Serene as the moonlight and warm as the day ; 

And, yet more, for the faith whieh embraces the 

whole. 
Of the creeds of the ages the life and the soul, 
IVherein letter and spirit the same channel run, 
Aind man Las nol severed what God has made 



For a sense of the Goodness revealed everywhere, 

As sunshine impartial, and free as the air; 

For a trust in humanity, Heathen or Jew, 

And a hope Ibr all dai'kness The Light shinetli 
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Who scoffs at our birtlirlglit ? — the words of the 

And thi; songs of ibe banjs in tlie tvrlliglit of 

All the fari:-nleams of wisdom in santon and eage, 
Id propbet and pr!est, are our true heritage. 

The Word which the reason of Plato discerned ; 
The truth, as whose aymUoi the Mithrii-fire burned 
The aoul of the world which (he Stoic but guessed. 
In the Light Universal the Quaker confessed I 

No honors of war to our worthies belong ; 

Their plain stem of life never flowered into song ; 

But the fountains they opened still gush by the 

And the world for their healing is better to-daj. 

He who lies where the minster's groined arches 

To the tomb-crowded transept of England's renown, 
The glorious essayist, by genius enthroned. 
Whose pen ai a sceptre the Muses all owned, — 

Who through the wco'ld's pantheon walked in hia 

Setting new statues up, thrusting old one,s aside, 
And in fiction the pencils of biaiorj dipped, 
To gild o'er or blacken each saint in his crypt,— 

How vainly he labored to sully with blame 

The white bust of Penn, in the ni<:he of his fame 1 

Self-will is self- wounding, perversity blind; 

On himself tell the stain for the Quaker de^gnedt 

For the sake of his trao-hearteJ father l^ore 
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Kor the sake of liis gifts, and the works that outlive 

him, 
And his hi'ave words lor freedom, we freely forgive 

himl 

Then; are tliose who take note that our numheM 

New Gibbons who write our dedine and our fall ; 
But tht Lord of the seed-field takes eare of his owu, 
And the world siiali yet roup what our sowers have 

The last of the seut to hia fathers may go, 
Leaving ooly his coat for some B>irnum to show; 
But the truth will outlive him, and broaden with 

Till the fal^ dies away, and the wrong disappears. 

Nothing fails of its end. Out of sight sinks tha 

In the dopp sea of time, but tiie cirelus sweep on, 
Till the bw-ripplid murmurs along the shores run, 
And the dark and dead waters leap glad in the sun. 

Meanwhile shall we learn, in our ease, to foi^et 
To the martyrs of Truth and of Freedom our 

debt ?— 
Hide thuir wordsout of sight, like the garb that (hey 

And for Bari;lay's Apology offer one more? 

Shall we fawn round the priestcraft that (■lotted the 

And festooned the stocks with auv grandfatliors' 

Talk of VVoolman's unsoundness ? — count Penu 

hettrodox ? 
And take Cotton Matlier in place of George Fox ?— 
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Make our preaeliera war-chaplainaV— ijuote Scri[p 

The liuiiteil slave bauk, for OiiL'simus' sake ?^ 
Go to liurniiig (iburuli-caiiUles, aiiU ubaiitiug in 

choir, 
Aud on the old luuetiii^-houst; atlck up a 8pii«? 

No! tliB old paths we'll keep until better are shown, 
Crudil i;oud where we find it, iibroud or our own ; 
And while " Lo here " and " Jm tliere " the muld- 

tiide call, 
Be true lo ourselves, and da justiee to all. 

The good round about us we noed no! refuse, 

Hor talk of our Zion as if we were .lews ; 

But why shirk the badgt: whioh our fathers have 

Or beg the world's pardon for having been bom ? 

We need not pray over the Pharisey's prayer, 
Nor ulaim that our wisdom h Benjamin's share- 
Truth to us and lo others is equal and one : 
Shall we bottle the iree air, or hoar.i up the sun ? 



How the ineaneat of weeds in the richest soil grow ; 
But we need not disparage the good which we hold : 
Though the vessels be eai-tbcn, the treasure is 
gold! 

Enough and too much of the sect and the name. 
What matters our label, so truth be our aimV 
The creed may be wrong, but the life may be true, 
And hearts beat the same under drab eoats oi 

So the nrm he a man, let him worship at will, 
In Jf^rusalcm's i^onrts, or nu Gerizim's hilL 
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When ilie makes up her jewels, wliat cares the good 

For the Baptist of Wayland, the Quaker of 
Bkown? 

And lliis grceu, favored island, so frenb and sea- 

blown. 
When shu uouuta up the worthies her annala have 

Never waits for tlie pitiful gaugers of suet 

To measure her love, and mete out her respect. 

Three shades at this moment seem walking her 

strand, 
Each with h«ad halo-u row tied, and with palms in 

his hand,— 
Wiati Berkeley, grave Hopkins, and, smiling tere&e 
On prelate and puritan, Channiiig is seen. 

One holy name bearing, no longer they need 
Credentials of party, and pass-words of creed: 
Tlie new song Ihey sing hath a threefol<l accord, 
And they own cue baptism, one faith, and one 

But the goldon sands run out : occasions like these 
Glide swiH into shadow, like sails on the seas: 
While we sport with the luosaes and pebbles ashore. 
Tbey lessen and faile, and we see them no more- 



Like a school-boy's who idles and plays with his 

theme. 
Forgive the light measure whose changes display 
The sunshine and rain of our biief April day. 



There are moments in life when the lip and the ey« 
Try the question of whether tfl smile or U> cry j 
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And scenes and reunions that prompt like our owa 
The tender in fyeliiig, the plaj ful in tone. 

I, who never sat down with the boys and the girls 
At the feet of your Slocums, and Cartlanda, and 

Earles,— 
By eourt,esy only permitted to lay 
On your featival'e altar my poor gift, to-iiay, — 

I would joy in your joy : let me have a friend's part 
In the warmth of your welcome of hand and of 

On your play-ground of boyhood unbend the brow's 

And shift the old burdens our shoulders must bear. 

Long lire the good Si^hool 1 giving out year by year 
Recruits to true manhood, and womanhood dear; 
Brave boys, modest m^dena, in beauty sent forth, 
The living epistles and proof of its worth! 

In and out let the young life as steadily flow 
As in broad Narragansett the tides t^ome and go ; 
And its sons and its daughters in prairie and town 
Remember its honor, and guard its renown. 

Not vainly the »in of its founder was made; 
Not prayerlosa the stones of its corner were liud : 
The blessing of Him whom in secret they sought 
Has owned the good work which the fathers have 



To Him be the glory forever 1 — We bear 
To the J,or<l of the Harvest our wheat with the ti 
What we lack in our work may He find in our t 
And winnow in mercy our good from the illl 
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BROWN OF OSSAWATOMIE. 

John Buown op Ossawatomie spake on bis dy- 

'' I will not liave lo shrive my soul a priest in Sla^ 

verj'a pay. 
But let some poor alave-mollicr whom I have striven 

With her chililrcn from the giiUowa-stalr put tip a 



John Brown of OssawatomJe, they led him out to 

Andlo! B, poor alave-motlicr with her little <^ilil 

Sresseil nl|ih. 
e bold, blue eye grew lender, and the old 
harsh face grew mild, 
Aa he stooped between the jeering ranks and kisaed 
th <n • I'ldi 
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Never more may yon Blue Ridges the Nortliern rifle 

Nor aee the light of blazing homes flash on the 

negro's api-ar. 
But let the free-wingi^d angel Truth their guarded 

passes scale, 
To teach that right is more than might, and justice 

more than ni^il ! 

So vainly shall Vii^inia set her battle in airay; 
In vwn her trampling squadrons knead the winter 

snow with flay. 
She may strike the pouncing eagle, hut she darea 

not barm the ilove ; 
And every gate she bara to Hate shall open wide 

to Love! 
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tu«t hnii ciung to him betbre."— H-uTtfi awAw'so^. " t«^ 

The tall, sallow guardsmen their horse-tails have 

spread, 
Flaming out in their violet, yellow, and red ; 
And behind go the laukeys in crimson and huff, 
And the chainlierlains gorgeous in velvet and ruff; 
Next, in red-legweil pomp, come the canlinals forth, 
Each a lord of thechuriih and a prince of the earth. 

What's this squeak of the fife, and this batter of 

drum? 
Lolthe Swiss of the Churt-h from Perugia come,— 
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Thp militant anncla, wlioae sabres ilrire lioma 

To the hearts of the malcontBTits, tiirsed and al>- 

liorrtd 
The good Fathei''s missives, and '■ Thus saith the 

And lend to his logic tho point of llie sword I 

maids of Etruria, gazin^; forlorn 

O'er dark Thrasymenua, dishevelled and torn I 

fathers, who pluvk at your giay beards for 

ghamo 1 
molhers, struc^k dumb by a woe without name I 
Well ye know how the Holy Cliurcii hireling be- 

havos, 
And his tender compassion of prisons and graves! 

There they stand, the hirwl slabbers, the blood- 
That splasbad Uke red wine from the vintage of 

flesh,— 
Grim instruments, eareless as pincers and rack 
How the joints tear apart, anil the strcuned sinewa 

But the hato that glares on them is sharp as tbeir 

And (he sneer and the scowl print the air with 
fierce words I 

Off with hats, down with knees, shout your vivas 

like mad ! 
Hero's (he Pope in his holiday righteousness clad. 
From shorn erown to toe-nail, kiss-worn to tba 

inick, 
Of sainthood in purple the pattern and pick, 
Who the role of the priest and the soldier unites, 
And praying like Aaron, like Joshua fights ! 

k this Pio Nono the gracious, for whom 

We sang our hosannas and lighted all Rome; 
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With whose advent we ilreamed the new era b^an 
When the priost shouhl be humim, the monk be a 

Ah, Ihe wolf 'a with tbe aheep, and the fox with tbs 

fowl, 
When freedom we trust to the crozier and cowl ! 

Stand aside, men of Bomel Here's a hangman- 
faced Swiss — 

{A blesMnn for him surely can't go amiss) — 

Wooldineel down the eanctideU slipper to feisa. 

Short shrifl will sufhee biin — he's blest beyond 
doubt ; 

But there's blood on his hands which would scarcely 

Though Peter liiinself held the baptismal spout 1 

Make way for the next I Here's another sweet 

What'fl this mastiff-jawed rascal in epaulettes done ? 
He did, whispera rumor, (its truth Goil forbid !) 
At Penigia what Herod at Bethlehem did. 
And the mothent ? — Don't name tbem! — these hu- 
mors of war 
rhey who keep him in service must pardon lum 

Hist! here's the arch-knave in a cardinal's hat, 
With the heart of a wolf, and the stealth of a cat 
(As if Judas and Hei-o.1 together were rolled), 
Who keeps, all as one, tbe Pope's conscience and 

gold. 
Mounts guard on the altar, and pilfers from thence, 
And Itatters St. Peter while stealing his pence I 

Who doubts Antonelli ? Have miracles ceased 
When rnbbi;rB say mass, and Barabbas is priest? 
When tbe Chui'ch eats and drinks, at its mystical 



The trae flesh aod blood carved atid shed by its 

sword, 
When its amrtyr, unsingeil, claps ihe crown on his 

And roasts, ha bis proxy, his neighbor instead I 

Tbcro I the bolls jow and jangle the same blessed 

That lliey did when tbey rang for Bartholomew's 

Hark! the tallow-faced monsters, nor women nof 

Vex the air with a shrill, aexless horror of noise. 
Te Dewn iaudamvs! — All round witlionC stint 
The inceuee-pot swings with a taint of blood iu't I 

And now for the blessing 1 Of little account, 

Yon know, is the old one they heard on the Mount. 

Its ^ver was landless, his raiment was poor, 

So jewelled tiara his fishermen wore; 

Ko incense, no lackeys, no riches, no home, 

Ko Swiss guards I — We order things better at 

So bless us (he strong hand, and curse us the weak ; 
Let Austria's vulture have food for her beak; 
Let the wolf-whelp of Naples play Bomba again. 
With his death-cap of silence, and halter, and chiufl 
Put rea:son, andjustice, and truth under ban; 
Foi the an unforgiven is fi-eedoni Ibr man 1 



FOR AS AUTUMN FESTIVAL. 

Thk Persian's flowery gifts, the shrina 
Of Iruitfu! Ceres, charm no more ; 

The woven wreaths of oak and pine 
Are dust along the Isthmian shorei 
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But beauty hath its homaire still. 

And nature lioUa us still in ilebt ; 
And woman's irraeu and household akil(, 

And manliooil's toil, are honored j-et. 

And we, todaj-, amidst our flowers 
And fruits, have come to own again 

The blessing of the BUnimer hours, 
The early-and the latter rain ; 

To see our Fathcr'a hand onee more 
Reverse for ua the plenteous horn 

Of autumn, filled and running o'.t 

With fruit, and flower, and golden com I 

Once more the liberal year laughs oat 
O'er richer stores than jrenis or pDid ; 

Once more with harvest-song and shout 
Is Nature's bloodless triumph told. 

Our common mother rests and siuiis. 

Like Buth. among her garnered sheavegj 

Hrr laj) is full of froodly tilings. 

Her brow k bright with autumn leaves. 

favors every year made new ! 

O ctt^B with rain and sunshine sent 1 
The Bounty overruns our due, 

The fulness shames our discontent. 

We shut our eyes, the flowers bloom on ; 

We murmur, but the corn-ears fill ; 
We choose the shadow, but the snn 

Tliat casts it shines behind us still- 
God gives us with our ru^ed soil 

The power to make it Eden-fair, 
And richer fruits to crown our toil 

Than summei'- wedded islands bear. 
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Who murmnra at Ws lot fo-dav 7 
Who scorns his native fruit and bloom ? 

Or aislis foi" daintios far away, 
Keside the bounteous board of home? 

Thank Heaven, inMeail, thnt Freedom's arm 
Can change a rocky soil to gold, — 

That brave and gcniTOus lives can warm 
A ctime irich nortbfrii ices cold. 

And let these altars wreathed with floweri 
And piled with fruils awake ajiain 

Thanksgiving for the jrolden hours. 
The early and the latter rain I 
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Among the BHrliest converts to the doctrines of Friends 
in Scotland, was Barclay of Ury, an old and diBlinguisUed 
goldiar, who had fouuht under Gustavus Adolpnns, in 
Germany. As a Quaker, he becnnie the object of perse- 
cution and abuse at the haiida of IhB maaiatrates and the 
populace. None bore the indi^iitiee or the mob with 
greater patience and nobleness of soul tlinn this onca 
proud gentleraaii and soidior. One of his friends, on an 
occasion of uncommon rudeness, lamBiited tliat he should 
be trenteil so har^bly in his old a^ who had been so 
' ■ " ■■■■-■ ggjij Barclay, 
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residence in Kliixle U 

of tliHt visit, it can scurcely tw necessary to eny t 

have no reference to tiie peculiar religioas opiniona 



Son S, jjHge 68. 
" Tine of Slbmah ! I wtil weep for tbee wilJi the 
weeping of Ja£«r i " — Jeremiak xlviii. 32. 



Nm <j, p&gs 75. 

•gham, 

coliengue. 



Smliia Sturge, Bister of Josepli Slurge, of Bimiinj 
the iWident of tlie Brjtisb Compiete Sutfnige As 

Won, died in tiie aOi mo. 1846. Sh ■' " " 

ooniLseilor, and ever remly lieipniHle 



beau[if\illj- blended, tbati in this excellent i 



WinnipiseogaH! " Smiie of the Great Spirit." 

This lei;end is the aubjoct of a celebrated piotnre hy 
Thitorstto, of which Ih. Rc^rs possesses the oridnal 
iketch. The shive lies on the ground, amid a orowd of 
Bpeotators, who iook on, animated by nil the TaHoos emo- 
taons of sympathy, ragfl, terror! a woman, in front, with 
a child in her arms, has always been admired for the life- 
like vivseity ofher attitude and expressioji. The execu- 
tioner iiulds up thebrolien Implements; St. Mark, with a 
headlong movement, seems to rush down IVom heaven In 

this picture is wonderful; the coloring, in its gorgeous 
deptli and harmonv, is, in Sir. Rocers's sketch, finer than 
hi the picture.— jK.'ji. Jnmiesoa's PoHry of Sutrtrf and Lt- 
j&ndary Ai-tf vol. 1, page 121. 



Uieholy well of Loth Mures, the wjitcvs of n-liieh wen 
supposed to efloct a mirHculona cure of melivnohdy 
troubla, and insanity. 



The writer of these lines is no enaray of CaWiolios. H« 
hm, on more tluin one occasioa, expo9«d Iiimself to the 
eennares of his Protestant brethren, by hie etreiiuans 
endeavors to procure Indemnifii^fltion for tlie owners of 
the convent ifestroyed neiir Boston. He defended the 
univieof the Irish patriots long before It hnd l)eeoDie pop- 
nlar in tliia oountryj nnd he was one of the llfst to nrie 
the most liberal aid to the suffering and stan-ins popula- 
tion of the Catholic Island. The severity of iiislanpiBge 
finds its nrople apology in the relnetanf confession ni" one 
(if the most eminent ifomiob priests, the eloquent and de- 
voted t'athar Ventura. 



Ebenezer Elliott, tlie inte'.'lgence of whose death hag 
ncently reached us, was, to the artlsuns ot Knglnnd, what 
Burns was to the peniuintry of Scotland. His " Corn-law 
Bhymes" contributed not k little to tiiat overwliehning 
tide of popular opinion and feellne which resulted In tlie 
repenl of the tax on bre]ul. Well has the eloquent author 
of^" The Reforms and Reformera of Groat Britain" said of 
him — " Not corn-law repealers alone, but all Britons who 
moisten their acanty bread with the sweat of the brow, 



largely indebted to his inspiring lays, for the mighty 
bound wLiich the laboring mlud of Knglaiid has taken, in 

Hon 12, F^a lOD 
The reader of the Biographv of the late William Allen, 
thn philantbropio associate of Clarkson and itomilly, can- 
not fail to admire his simple and beautiful record of a 
lour through Kurope. in the years Isie and iSig, in the 
company of his American friend, Stephen Orellett. 
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HOTES. 415 

Tlie iiiciilont liere reftrred U) U reUited in H note to 
Bernnrdlii Tlenrl S«Int Pierro'a flw/wi i/e h X'UiB-e. 

" We iirrived nl the ImbitHlioii of the Hermila a little 
before they aat down to their tiit)]D, hiu) while they were 
stiU at chiircb. J. .1. RuiiKxeau propined to tne to otfet 
up OUT devotions. The hermits wera reciting the Lita- 

After we had addresaed our prHyors to Ooil,'aiid :he her- 
mits wera proceeding to the refectory, Runwcau said to 
me^nith his heart overdowiiig, 'At thii moment I ex- 
perience vliat is BHld In the gospel: ll'litm liai ur Ihit* 
are gathertd toaetJier in tnu nant, Uiere an J iailbe mji/sf i>/ 
Hum. There a here a reeling of |ie];ce and happinesi 
which penetrates the soul.' I Haid.'^lf Keuel'inhad liTed, 
Tou would have been a GathoUo. He exclidmed, with 
tears in his evea, • 0, if Feueion were nlive, I would 
Btrnggle to get Into his service, even as a lackey '. ' " 

In my sketch of S^nt Pierre, It will be seen that I have 
BOincn'Fiat antedated the periiMl of liiB old a^c. At that 
time iiD was not probably more than fifly. In descnbinff 
hitii, I have by no ineant exaggerated his own history m 
his mciitLd condition at the period of the story. In ths 
fragrnBiitary Seqnel to his Studies of Nature, he thus 
speaks of Itlinacif : " The Ingratitude of thoiie of whom I 
hfld deserved kindness, unexpected family misfortunes, 
tlie totHl loss of my small patrimonv ihroii^rli enternrisAA 
s'Jlety undertaken for tlie benefit of m 
under which I lay oppressed, the bln^l ... 

— tliese combined calamities made dreadful inroads upon 
my health and reason." " 1 found it impossible to con- 
tinne in a rooin where there was company, efpeoially if 
the dours were shut. 1 oould not even ci-oss an alley in ■ 
public g:irden, if several persons had got together ui ib 
When iilnno, mv mnladj subsided. 1 ^It mvself likewise 
at eiue in places where 1 faw children ohiv. At the sight 
of any one walking up to the pifoo where 1 wa.», I felt my 
whole frame agitated, and retired. I often said to my- 
tflf, My sole study has been 1o merit well of mankind; 
vbj do I fear thefnV " 

He nllributes his hnproved health of mind and body to 
the cimnnels of his friend, .1. J. KnusscBa. " 1 renounced," 
■ava be, " mv books. I threw my eyes upon the works 
Df'^'ature, wliicli spake to all my senses a language whlcli 

Thenceforth mv histiiries and my journals were the herb- 
age of the fields and meadows. Sly IhouKhts did not go 
orth uninfully after them, as in the case of human sys- 
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rounded ine ditm tJie cmdle. but on wJiicli lieretofbre I 

SpesUiie of EouBBBan, he ti'ss: "I derived ineipraa. 
sHile sutiHraction tVoni lite sooleiy. Vih»t I priEsd still 
BiDre Clmn his genius, whs liis probity, lie wan one of 
UiB few litorary characlBis triad in lliB furnnce of afflio- 
tioii, 10 wiioni you could, wElli perfect seeui'lty, confide 
youc moat secret thoughH." "Kven when ha dB»iated, 
end becuma the victim oT himealf or of others, be could 
fiirgot hla own misery, in devotion to the welfare of mim- 
I:ind. He was uuiformlv the udvocate of tJie misanible. 
Tliere might he inscribed on his tomb liiese aflbctiii? 
words fiMm that Book, of which he cnn'iod alwnvs about 
bim some select passages, during the lastj-ears ofhislifs: 
' MU rim, ichick are mo«s, ore /orjmen, /or he loced 

HoTi 14, page 1£2. 
" UVt thnl the gnij-hBiisd XM-klng passed." 

Dr. Hooker, who iiccompanied Sir -Iflmes RoKS In Ilia 
expedition of 1S4I, thus describes the Hppeamnce of that 
niiknnwn land of frost and Ore, which was seen in hititude 
TT° suutli.—s. stupendous chain of mountains, tlie whole 
miu<a of wjiich, from its higliest point to the ocean, wse 
eoverwl nith everlnnting snow and ice; 

" The water ami the sky were both as bLoa, or ratheir 
« intensely blue, tlian I have ever r ■■ — '- ■'- 



tropics, and all Uie coast was one muss of dazzlinely 
' eaks of snow, which, when tlie sun approached 
I, reflected tde most brilliant tints of golden 



yellow and scarlet; and then, to see the dark clond (^ 
smoke, tinged with flame, rising from the volcano in a, 
perfect unbroken column, one fide jet-black, the other 
^ving back tlie colors of the sun, sometimes turning off 
St a right-angle by some current of wind, and stretching 
many miles to leaward ! This was a sight so surpassing 
everjthing that can be lmB)E;ined, and bo heightened by 
the conaciousneas that we had penetrated, under the 
guidance of our cnmmnnder, into regions far beyond what 
was ever deemed priiotioabie, that it cansad a feeling of 
8we to steal over ua at tlie consideration of our own con*- 
^ilfloanoe and helplessness, and at the same 
escribable feeling of the greatness of tba 
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Nan IS. psgB US. 
The stonninj; of lie eUy of Deme, in 1S05, bj General 
Eaton, at the bead of nine Americana, forty Greeks, aud 
> motley array of Turks and Arabs, was one of tliose feato 
of ha diboud and daring wbicli bave in ikU ages Httruct^d 
tbe adiniration of the multitude. Tbe bigher and holier 
heroism of Christian self-deniaJ and siicriflce, in tlio 
private duty, is seldom so weLI appre- 



ciated. 
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gifted straug 



This ballad was originally published m a prose work ol 
the autbor'a, as the song of a wandering Milesian school- 
In the ITth century, slavery in the New World was bv 
DO means confined to the natives of AlVica. I'oiiticai of- 
fenders and crimuiala were transported by the British 
government to the plantations of Barbadnes and Virginia, 
where they were sold like cattle in tbe market. Kidnap- 
ping of free and innocent white persons was practiFed to 
s oonsiderabia eilent in the seaports of the United King- 



It can scarcely be necessary to say that there are el«- 
ments in the character and passages in tlie history of the 
great Hun^irian statesman and orator, which necessarily 
Bommand the admiration of those, even, who believe that 
no political revolution was ever worth the price of bunuD 
blood. 
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